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HEADQUARTERS  FOR  DEPENDABLE 


CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 


Neckwear,   Shirts,   Collars, 

Mufflers,    Gloves,    Belts, 

Suspenders,  Sweat  ^s,  Underwear, 

Bathrobes,  Pajamas,  Clothing, 

Hats,  Caps,  Hosiery,  House  Coats, 

Jewelry,    Arm-bands,    Umbrellas 

Talbot-Quincy,  Inc. 

1387   Hancock  Street 
QUINCY'S  LEADING  MEN'S  STORE 


CANDIES 

Of  the  VERY  HIGHEST  GRADES 


THE 

BLUE 
BOWL 


Ah 


CARDS 


for  every  occasion  you  may  desire 
and  GIFTS  for  Christmas  may  be 
found  in  our  LITTLE  SHOP  in  the 

Bradford  Building 
9i/2   MAPLE  STREET,  QUINCY 


CHESTER 


WILSON 


CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 


Gold  Wrist  Watch 


$11.50 


JEWELRY,  SILVERWARE, 

CHINA,   CUT  GLASS, 

GIFTS,  NOVELTIES 


CHESTER  WILSON 

Jeweler 
WOLLASTON 


"**  *-«<&€  n?f*ff  4yiw*k* 
■Cu&Ky,  Mass- 


;        WHITNEY  STORES  CO. 

1  1533   Hancock   Street,          QUINCY,   MASS. 

1                     Variety  Store 

Compliments  of 

I                                     BEST  LINE  OF 

1  TOYS,   DOLLS,  GAMES, 

AUfambra 

;                                   TREE  ORNAMENTS,  Etc. 

|                  In  the  City,  from   Ic  to  $5.00 

>  Select  Your  Gifts  from  Over  Two   Thousand 

i                               Different  Articles 

i  Don't  Miss  Our  4th  Anniversary  Sale 

Starting  Tuesday,  Jan.   3,    1921 

I       A  GOOD  STORE  in  a   GOOD  TOWN 

:                 —  TIME — 

EVERYTHING   :    :    : 

THAT  GOES  TO  MAKE  UP  A 

To  Think  About  Christmas 

i  Just   a    Few   Suggestions: 

;                 SLIPPERS 

Good  Pharmacy                    ] 

!                  HOSIERY 
!                  MOCCASINS 

!                  SPATS 

May  be  found  at                                   i 

OVER-SHOES 

RUBBERS 

CHARLES  H.   BROOKS         ] 

1                   RUBBER  BOOTS 

|  Let  us  show  you  some  REAL  SHOES  in  the 

Cor  Newport  Avenue  and  Beale  Street   i 
WOLLASTON 

Most  Popular  Styles,   Reasonably  Priced 

Smalley-Terhune  Shoe  Company 

Opposite  the  Station 

WOLLASTON,  MASS. 

CAFARELLA  BROS: 

MEATS,    PROVISIONS    AND    FRUITS 
83  NEWBURY  AVENUE 
ATLANTIC/MASS. 

Tel.  Granite  2368 


Compliments  of 


P.  J.  DODD 
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GREENLEAF 
CONFECTIONERY  STORE 

High  Grade  Home  Made 

CANDIES,  BON  BONS  and  ICE  CREAM 

14-15    Hancock    Street,  Quincy,    Mass. 

T.  H.  ANASTOS,  Prop.  Telephone  Connection 


J.  SZATHMARY 

Millinery,   Ladies'  Suits, 

Dresses,    Shirtwaists,    Skirts, 

Furs   and   Fur   Coats 
1447  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 

Phone  Quincy  1790 


American  and  Chinese  Restaurant 

1514  Hancock  Street 
Quincy,  Mass. 

—  AMERICAN  AND  CHINESE  FOODS  — 


SPECIAL  DINNER   - 
SPECIAL  SUPPER    - 


11  to  2 
S  to  8 


Tel.  Granite  1434-J 


OPEN  11  TO  MIDNIGHT 


ATLANTIC  DRUG  CO. 


S.  W.  YOUNG,  Reg.   Ph. 


68  NEWBURY  AVENUE, 


ATLANTIC,  MASS. 


NORTHEASTERN     COLLEGE 
SCHOOL   OF   ENGINEERING 


COURSES  OFFERED: 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  College,  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the 
following  branches  of  engineering,  leading  to  the  Bachelor's  degree: 

1 .  Civil    Engineering 

2.  Mechanical   Engineering 

3.  Electrical    Engineering 

4.  Chemical    Engineering 

5.  Administrative   Engineering 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION: 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  included  Algebra 
to  Quadratics  and  Plane  Geometry  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted 
without  examination. 

EARNINGS: 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating 
firms  vary  from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION: 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the 
catalog.  Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These  should  be 
forwarded  to  the  school  at  an  early  date. 

For  a  catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school, 
address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean, 

School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  College, 

Boston  1  7,  Mass. 


Coal  Coal 

ORDER  YOUR  WINTER'S  SUPPLY  FROM 


Grossrn&p  Coal  Co.,  lpc. 

1 30    Granite   Street,    Quincy,    Mass. 

Telephone  Granite  2843 

WE  CARRY  THE  GENUINE  FRANKLIN  COAL 
Quality      : :      : :      Service 


The  place  where  U  got  the  Do-nuts 


Gua/s  Sy^tsrr)  BaKsry 


Tel.    Granite    1430-W 


•S**^^^n^^*\f*^***%*S*S***Sf*SH 


If   you   want   to 
PATRONIZE  A   QUINCY   FIRM,   A   QUINCY   MAN, 
:  :  WITH  QUINCY  AS  HIS  FIRST  AIM,  GO  TO   :   : 

POY' 

Remember — Christmas  is  Coming 

/^oorbead's  Sboe  Store 

154  7  HANCOCK  STREET 


WHATEVER  YOUR 

WALK-IN-LIFE 

MAY  BE 
HERE  YOU'LL  FIND  SHOES  CREATED 
FOR    THAT    PARTICULAR    PURPOSE 
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CHRISTMAS ! 

How  much  does  Christmas  mean  to 
you?  Does  it  mean  a  time  only  "for  en- 
joyment and  revelry?  Stop  and  think. 
On  this  day  Jesus  Christ  was  born,  there- 
fore we  should  regard  the  day  with  due 
reverence.  We  should  take  a  little  time, 
at  least,  to  thank  our  Saviour  for  our 
good  fortunes  at  the  present  time.  There 
are  many  things  to  be  thankful  for  and 
few  to  grumble  about.  So,  when  the 
Christmas  vacation  comes  and  you  look 
forward  to  the  pleasures  you  expect  to 
experience  try  to  bear  the  significance  of 
this  sacred  day  in  mind. 


CONGRATULATIONS 

Congratulations  are  due  the  girls  of 
the  school  for  the  excellent  way  in  which 
they  responded  to  the  plea  for  "mid- 
dies" and  "low  heels."  It  is  pleasing  to 
see  them  adopt  such  a  sensible  and  in- 
expensive mode  of  dressing.  Although 
there  are  some  who  have  not  responded 
to  the  proposition,  the  majority  greeted 
it  with  enthusiasm.  Keep  it  up  girls, 
you  have  the  idea. 


BEFORE,  DURING,  AND  AFTER 
THE  GAME 

What  is  more  interesting  and  exciting 
than  to  witness  a  good  football  game? 
Yet,  why  is  it  that  we  have  so  many 
"joy-killers,"  pessimists  and  poor  sports 
in  the  crowd  gathered  at  the  games  ?  The 
unsportsmanlike  conduct  which  is  dis- 
played at  many  of  our  games,  perhaps 
by  only  a  few  of  the  onlookers,  greatly 
detracts  from  the  reputation  of  the 
school,  but  can  easily  be  overcome  if  ev- 
eryone "pulls  together." 

Before  the  game,  often  unnecessary, 
disagreeable  discourse  is  carried  on  with 
the  visiting  team  which  gives  an  unfav- 
orable impression  of  the  pupils  of  each 
school. 

During  the  game,  be  satisfied  with 
your  team.  Do  not  make  yourself  con- 
spicuous by  loudly  voicing  your  opin- 
ions, regarding  the  remarkable  plays  you 
would  make  were  you  on  the  field.     Re- 
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member  that  you  have  sent  the  players 
onto  the  field,  trusting  that  they  will  do 
their  best  to  win  the  game,  although  at 
times  you  think  you  could  do  much  bet- 
ter were  you  in  their  places.  Bear  in 
mind  the  fact  that  they,  no  doubt,  know  a 
great  deal  more  of  the  game  than  you 
do.  One  can  easily  detect  this  type  of 
pupils.  What,  then,  is  one's  opinion, 
when,  the  other  side  being  penalized, 
loud  cheering  and  exultations  come  from 
their  delighted  adherents,  or  when,  the 
referee  makes  what  they  consider  an  un- 
just decision,  several,  perhaps  the  ma- 
jority, shout  angrily  and  hiss  at  him? 
Remember  that  the  referee  is  there  to  do 
that  which  he  thinks  is  just  and  that 
his  decision  must  be  accepted  or  the 
game  forfeited.  You  are  all  acquainted 
with  the  many  similar  instances  which 
arise. 

As  to  the  aftermath  of  the  game,  if 
you  are  on  the  losing  side,  do  you  find 
great  satisfaction  in  drawing  the  con- 
clusion that  the  teams  were  not  well 
matched  and  that  it  was  an  unfair  game 
in  every  way?  Or  if  you  are  the  win- 
ners, is  it  necessary  to  advertise  your 
ideas  of  the  inability  of  the  losing  team ! 

Draw  your  own  conclusions. 

Then  here's  to  an  interested,  enthu- 
siastic, cheering  crowd,  cheering  the 
team  and  the  school  on  to  victory  and  a 
good  reputation. 

Emily  Boshan. 


SHORT  STORY  CONTEST 

Considerable  interest  has  been  shown 
by  the  pupils  of  the  school  in  the  Boston 
Traveler  Short  Story  Contest.  The  fifty 
dollar  prize  offered  for  the  best  story 
has  been  the  incentive  for  the  efforts 
of  the  would-be  authors.  The  English 
teachers  should  greet  this  contest  with 
joy  for  they  well  know  how  hard  it  is 
to  make  the  students  produce  such  ma- 
terial. 


THE  ADVANTAGE  OF  TWO 
EDITORIAL  STAFFS 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the 
school,  the  Golden  Rod  has  two  editorial 
staffs  working  in  the  same  year.  The 
advantages  of  this  method  are  numerous. 


It  lessens  the  work  of  both  sets  of  edi- 
tors, thus  giving  the  senior  staff  more 
time  to  put  on  the  big  number  of  the 
year,  the  Senior  number.  This  year  the 
September  1922  staff  is  editing  the  first 
and  last  numbers,  while  the  February 
1923  staff  is  taking  the  other  two  num- 
bers. Next  year  we  will,  therefore,  have 
an  experienced  staff  ready  to  go  to  work 
immediately.  The  members  of  the  two 
staffs  aid  each  other,  that  is,  all  the  ma- 
terial received  by  one  staff  will  be 
turned  over  to  the  staff  taking  the  next 
number.  For  example,  all  the  material 
received  by  the  February  1923  staff  will 
be  turned  over  to  the  September  1922 
staff  for  the  first  copy.  On  the  second 
number,  the  September  1922  staff  will 
turn  all  its  energies  to  helping  its  supple- 
mentary staff.  Also,  two  staffs  means 
that  twice  as  many  editors  will  be  on 
the  alert  throughout  the  school  for  prom- 
ising material.  The  introduction  of  the 
two-classes-a-year  method  has  certainly 
been  fortunate  for  the  editors  of  the 
school  paper,  at  least. 


MONDAY  MORNING 
ASSEMBLIES 

Last  year  several  divisions  hit  upon 
the  idea  of  being  responsible  for  a  speak- 
er at  a  Mondav  morning  assembly.  Rep- 
resentatives were  elected  to  look  up  and 
obtain  some  prominent  person  to  speak 
to  the  school  on  some  worth-while  sub- 
ject. The  idea  proved  to  be  a  success, 
and  the  speakers  were  greeted  with  com- 
mendable enthusiasm.  So  far  this  year 
nothing  has  been  done  to  continue  the 
excellent  work.  It  remains  for  some 
"line"  classman  to  start  the  ball  rolling. 
Come,  Seniors !    This  is  your  job ! 


THINK  IT  OVER 

On  my  way  to  school  the  other  day  I 
saw  a  former  classmate  driving  a  huge 
delivery  wagon  up  the  street.  I  got  to 
thinking  and  I  realized  how  fortunate  I 
was  in  being  able  to  go  to  school.  He 
had  left  school  and  its  opportunities  to 
take  a  job  driving  a  delivery  wagon !  If 
you  are  contemplating  leaving  school, 
think  first  of  the  benefits  you  will  de- 
rive therefrom.    Then  ponder  the  advan- 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


tages  of  school  education  and  compare 
both.  You  will  find  that  education  over- 
balances a  delivery  wagon  job  every 
time.  Before  you  decide  to  leave  school 
think  the  matter  over  seriously  and  with 
due  consideration. 


COLLEGE  ENTRANCE  EXAMINA- 
TIONS 

It  is  well  known  that  the  College  En- 
trance Examinations  last  spring  were  a 
distinct  disappointment  to  Mr.  Collins 
and  the  faculty.  While  a  few  passed 
with  high  results,  the  majority  of  marks 
were  not  very  satisfactory.  This  year 
the  exams  are  expected  to  be  much  more 
difficult  than  those  in  preceding  years. 
Pupils  wishing  to  pass  them  will  either 
have  to  put  more  vim  into  the  prepara- 
tions or  come  back  to  school  for  another 
year.  It  is  up  to  the  pupils  to  maintain 
the  high  standard  of  study  which  has 
been  set  in  previous  years.  The  school 
is  proud  of  its  graduates,  for  they  have 
shown  that  they  have  the  "goods."  It 
is  our  job  to  follow  their  example  and 
continue  to  uphold  the  school  prestige. 


SCHOLARSHIPS 

Attention  should  be  called  to  the  fact 
that  several  excellent  scholarships  are 
offered  this  year  to  pupils  maintaining  a 
high  grade  of  study  for  the  four  years. 

Locally,  there  are  the  scholarships  that 
the  Wollaston  Women's  Club  offer.  One 
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PHOTOGRAPHER 

1507  HANCOCK  STREET 
Tel.  Granite  486-M 
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is  restricted  to  the  girls  of  Wollaston, 
while  the  other  is  for  the  girls  of 
Quincy.  Both  scholarships  amount  to 
$125  apiece. 

Then  there  is  the  Harvard  Club 
scholarship  which  averages  about  $200. 
To  receive  this  prize  is  one  of  the  highest 
honors  a  student  can  attain. 

The  Price  Greenleaf  Aid  is  another 
fine  scholarship  which,  in  previous  years, 
has  amounted  to  $350.  This  is  awarded 
to  worthy  pupils  maintaining  a  high 
grade  of  study. 


SCHOOL  NEWS 

DEBATING  SOCIETY 

The  Debating  Society  is  starting  on 
its  eighth  year,  and,  under  the  careful 
guidance  of  Mr.  Jewell,  is  expecting  an- 
other successful  one.  Although  the  mem- 
bership this  year  is  unusually  small,  the 
society  is  always  on  the  lookout  for  boys 
interested  in  this  work.  So  far  this 
year,  there  have  been  but  three  meetings. 
However,  Mr.  Jewell  is  planning  on  sev- 
eral inter-scholastic  debates  to  take  place 
in  the  school  year.  Remember,  it  is  just 
as  much  an  honor  to  represent  your 
school  in  a  debate  as  in  a  football  game. 
It's  up  to  you,  students  of  Quincy  High, 
to  support  your  Debating  Society! 

The  following  were  elected  as  officers 
for  the  school : 

President  Hyman  Richman 

Vice  President  Donald  Cummings 

Secretary  Joseph  Thomas 

Treasurer  George  Crotty 

Ass't  Sec.  &  Treas  Richard  Crosscup 


THALIA  CLUB 


The  Thalia  Club  held  its  first  meeting 
September  29th  with  Miss  Currier  as 
as  moderator.  The  following  members 
were  elected   as   officers   for  the  school 


year: 

President 

Vice  President 

Secretary 

Treasurer 

Chairman  of  Dramatic 

Chairman  of  Literary 

Chairman  of  Outdoor 


Jeanie  Brown 

Helen  Campbell 

Ethel  Wiley 

Elizabeth  Brown 

Committee 

Doris  Currier 
Committee 

Dorothy  Locke 
Committee 
Harriet  Palmer 
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Fifteen  Junior  girls  were  elected  to 
become  members  of  the  Club.  Miss  Zel- 
ler,  who  has  spent  the  summer  in  Spain, 
gave  an  interesting  talk  about  that  coun- 
try, which  was  enjoyed  very  much.  She 
spoke  of  the  queer  customs  of  the  Span- 
ish people,  and  the  unusual  way  in 
which  the  young  girls  were  dressed.  An 
hour  slipped  by  unnoticed,  and  she  had 
to  stop  and  run  for  her  train ! 

An  initiation  party  was  given  on  Octo- 
ber 26th,  and  the  entering  Juniors  "rode 
the  goat."  Each  girl  shook  hands  with 
a  Senior  with  a  wet  glove,  and  had  the 
choice  of  eating  a  fish's  eye  or  a  worm. 
Hallowe'en  refreshments,  consisting  of 
cider,  doughnuts  and  big  red  apples  were 
served,  and  at  five  o'clock,  everyone  de- 
parted, declaring  the  party  a  great  suc- 
cess. 


SPANISH  CLUB 

A  new  club  has  been  formed  at  Quincy 
High  this  year  when  the  members  of 
Miss  Zeller's  second  year  class  of  Span- 
ish decided  to  have  a  club  to  take  the 
place  of  a  third  year  of  Spanish.  Meet- 
ings are  held  every  Wednesday  after- 
noon in  Room  20  with  Miss  Zeller  as 
chairman.  The  following  were  elected 
as  officers  for  the  school  year: 
President  Miss  Zeller 

Vice  President  Wesley  Archibald 

Secretary  Elizabeth  Sweeney 

Treasurer  Anne  Barr 

On  November  second,  the  Club  held 
its  first  social  affair.     A  pleasing  enter- 


tainment by  Miss  Mildred  Montgomery 
was  followed  by  dancing  and  refresh- 
ments. All  left  at  five  o'clock,  declaring 
the  party  a  great  success. 


LATIN  CLUB 

The  Latin  Club  was  reorganized  this 
year  under  the  able  direction  of  Mr. 
Jewell.  The  first  meeting  was  held  on 
November  10,  and  temporary  officers 
were  elected.  This  club  was  disor- 
ganized last  year,  but  through  the  efforts 
of  some  of  the  old  members,  it  was  start- 
ed again.'  The  work  for  the  coming 
year  will  not  be  social,  as  the  club  was 
re-established  on  that  condition.  The 
plans  are  indefinite,  but  Mr.  Tewell 
promises  an  interesting  year. 


GLEE  CLUB 

The  Boys'  and  Girls'  Glee  Clubs  were 
organized  again  this  year  with  Miss 
Howes  as  director.  Of  the  140  girls 
who  applied  for  the  Glee  Club,  only  38 
were  selected,  while  32  boys  were  chosen 
from  65  applicants.  Miss  Howes  prom- 
ises an  interesting  program  for  the  year, 
and  Rumor  has  it  that  there  is  to  be  a 
Freshman  Girls'  Glee  Club. 
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JOIN     THE 
IVER   JOHNSON    CHRISTMAS    BICYCLE    CLUB 

Pay  $2.00  a  week  and  your  Bicycle  will  be  delivered  for  Christmas 
THE  IDEAL  WAY  OF  PURCHASING  AN  IDEAL  PRESENT 

HOLDEN    &    CROUT,    Inc. 

CITY  SQUARE  QUINCY,  MASS. 
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CLASS  NEWS 


On  October  26th  the  September  1922 
class  elected  their  Golden  Rod  staff,  the 
members  of  which  will  be  found  on  the 
first  page  of  this  issue.  The  February 
3923  class  elected  the  following  for  their 
Golden  Rod  Staff: 

Editor-in-chief  Edmund  Johnson 

Literary  Editor  Eleanor  Aiken 

News  Editor  John  Reid 

Alumni  Editor  Mary  Driscoll 

Athletic  Editor  Herbert  Berman 

Exchange  Editor  Emily  Stewart 

Joke  Editor  Wayne  Belding 

Art  Editor  Gertrude  Corcoran 

On  the  Friday  preceding  Hallowe'en, 
the  Seniors  and  Juniors  held  their  annual 
Hallowe'en  dance.  There  was  a  short 
entertainment  by  members  of  the  school 
including  several  Xjylophone  selections 
by  Fred  Smyth,  vocal  solos  by  George 
Laing,  fancy  dancing  by  Eleanor  Rich 
and  readings  by  Miss  Madeline  Borden, 
after  which  everyone  retired  to  the  gym 
where  dancing  and  refreshments  were 
enjoyed. 


SCHOOL  UNIFORM 

On  November  1st,  the  majority  of  the 
girls  showed  their  school  spirit  by  wear- 
ing the  uniform  of  sensible  dress  that 
was  decided  upon  last  June.  How  this 
plan  is  going  to  work  out,  we  cannot 
tell  now.  It  remains  to  be  seen  what 
kind  of  "school  spirit"  we  have  in  Quin- 
cy  High! 

ORCHESTRA 
Most   of  the  remaining  school  musi- 
cians have  again  formed  the  High  School 
Orchestra  with  Miss  Howes  as  director. 
The  members  are: 
Piano — Phyllis     Mossman     and     Elinor 

Spear 
Violins— Parker  Whittam,  Allen  Miller, 
Virginia  Smith,  Ruth  Smith,  Mildred 
•McCarthy,  Morris  Burg,  Joseph  Bren- 
nan,    Virginia    Ripley,    Anne    Kapsis, 
Dorothy  Bruton,  Ruth  Andrews,  Viola 
Dunkerley,   Lillian   Bayfield,  Virginia 
Wood,  Isabel  Fritz,  Charles  Stewart. 
Viola — Hazel   Jackson 
Cornets — Gordon  Spear,  Harold  Mason, 
Hou?hton  Foster 


Clarinet — Ralph  Arveson 
'Cello— Alma  Scott 
Trombone — Russell  Milford 
Saxaphone — El  ford  Durgin 
Alto  Horn — Hilmer  Nelson 
Drums — Harold  Severance 

FRESHMAN  ORCHESTRA 

The    February    1925    boys    and    girls 

have    formed   the    Freshman    Orchestra 

under   the    direction    of    'Miss    Tuthill. 

The  following  are  the  members : 

Piano — Isadore  Szathmary 

Violins — Jacob  Applebaum,  Muriel  Bay- 
field, Helen  Thompson,  Jack  Ainslee, 
Elma  Jackson,  Irene  Shea,  Mollie  Sil- 
verman, Anna  Smith,  William  Jones, 
George  Whittam,  Virginia  Oakes. 

Flute — Harold  Hubbard 

Clarinet — Philip  Murphy 

Cornets — Carleton  Faulds,  Jacob  Stoh- 
ler,  Henry  Jones,  Harold  Olson 

Drums — Donald  Neal 

SCHOOL  BAND 
The  success  of  the  Brass  Band  in  the 
school  parade  November  4th  for  the 
Boston  Latin  game,  has  started  an  in- 
terest in  a  regular  school  band  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Webb.  As  yet,  there 
have  been  no  definite  plans  made,  but 
Mr.  Webb  promises  a  real  band,  worthy 
of  Quincy  High,  before  Spring! 

ASSEMBLIES 

On  Thursday,  November  10,  the  stu- 
dent body  assembled  in  the  hall,  and  a 
fitting  program  was  carried  out  in  ob- 
servance of  Armistice  Day.  An  inter- 
esting lecture,  given  by  Major  Bower 
was  much  enjoyed  by  the  school.  Major 
Bower  delivered  his  speech  in  a  very  in- 
teresting manner,  reminding  us  of  the 
great  turn  of  the  world  war  with  the 
ceasing  of  war  activities  on  November 
II,  1918,  in  memory  of  which,  Friday, 
November  11,  1921  is  declared  by  the 
President  a  national  holiday. 

On  Monday,  November  21,  Miss  Cora 
A.  Newton  of  the  State  Normal  School, 
Bridgewater,  Mass.,  gave  an  interest- 
ing talk  on  the  successful  accomplish- 
ment of  high  school  work.  She  empha- 
sized the  value  of  normal  school  train- 
ing, and  the  need  in  the  normal  schools 
of  the  best  material  developed  in  the  high 
school. 


LITERARY 


THE  STUDENT'S  CREED 


I.  To  respect  my  teachers,  my  class- 
mates, and  myself.  To  be  fair  and  square 
with  my  classmates,  as  I  expect  them  to 
be  fair  and  square  with  me.  To  be  a 
booster,  not  a  kicker ;  a  pusher,  not  a 
knocker;  a  motor,  not  a  clog. 

II.  Not  to  expect  something  for  noth- 
ing ;  to  be  willing  to  work  for  my  marks ; 
to  do  my  work  cheerfully,  and  derive 
son^e  enjoyment  from  it ;  not  think  of  it 
as  drudgery  and  to  be  dreaded. 

III.  To  remember  that  my  marks  de- 
pend upon  myself,  and  myself  alone.  To 
expect  hard  lessons  and  be  able  to  work 
them  out. 


IV.  To  pay  attention  in  class  and  to 
do  my  homework  to  the  best  of  my  abil- 
ity. To  be  ever  willing  to  help  the  other 
fellow.  To  find  time  to  do  things  by 
never  wasting  time. 

V.  To  keep  my  record  clear  of  bad 
marks ;  to  do  my  work  each  day  with 
joy;  to  welcome  every  opportunity  for 
recitation,  and  make  ever}7  recitation 
count. 

VI.  Finally — To  get  a  good  grip  on 
the  joys  of  school  life ;  not  to  be  a  slack- 
er in  class :  to  fisfht  against  nothing:  so 
hard  as  my  own  weak  points  in  studies, 
and  to  endeavor  to  become  a  better  scho- 
lar eve^  dav.    THIS  IS  MY  CREED. 

C.  Noivell  '22. 


THE  QUEST  OF  CHING  WONG 


Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  Bohemian 
district  of  San  Francisco — far  down  one 
of  the  narrow,  crooked  lanes  of  China- 
town— there  once  lay  a  tiny  antique 
shop,  in  whose  brightly-decorated  win- 
clows,  flanked  on  both  sides  by  wooden 
signboards  covered  with  Chinese  hiero- 
glyphics, one  could  see  quaintly  carved 
specimens  of  the  Oriental  art,  such  as 
jade  beads,  grinning  ebony  idols,  and 
ivory  elephants.  In  this,  however,  it  dif- 
fered little  from  the  many  other  similar 
establishments  on  the  street,  but,  whereas 
the  latter  did  very  little  business,  this 
particular  shop  appeared  to  hold  some 
special  attraction  for  purchasers,  and 
did  a  brisk  trade.  Inside  its  dark  and 
mysterious  interior,  the  proprietor,  Ching 
Wong,  shuffled  about,  busying  himself 
arranging  his  wares  and  waiting  upon 
the  many  customers  of  all  creeds,  races, 
and  color,  who  kept  the  little  door  swing- 
ing continuously  to  and  fro  in  their  quest 


for  purchase  of  the  unique. 

Ching  Wong  satisfied  the  expectations 
of  those  looking  for  Oriental  atmosphere. 
He  was  garbed  in  the  customary  gar- 
ments of  the  Chinaman — a  loose-flowing 
silk  robe,  handwoven  with  bright-colored 
birds  and  flowers,  dark  trousers,  and  a 
small,  black  skull-cap— but  something  in 
the  appearance  of  the  man  himself  was 
puzzling,  and  called  for  a  second  glance. 
For  instead  of  the  rather  wizened  face 
and  slight  stature  of  the  Easterner,  there 
was  a  face  as  smooth  and  fair  as  that 
of  a  country  youth,  and  a  figure  straight 
and  tall,  suggestive  of  athletic  or  milita- 
ry training.  His  skin  was  of  an  almond 
color,  and  the  eyebrows  had  the  charac- 
teristic peculiar  twist,  but  the  high  prom- 
inent cheek-bones  were  lacking,  and  the 
fine  gray  eyes  and  high  intelligent  fore- 
head reminded  one  more  of  the  product 
of  an  American  college  than  of  a  wily 
Oriental. 
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On  one  warm,  sunny  day  in  June, 
Ching's  usual  careful  attention  and  cour- 
tesy to  his  customers  was  noticeably  lack- 
ing. Preoccupation  and  suppressed  ea- 
gerness fairly  radiated  from  him — a 
slight,  prescient  smile  hovered  about  his 
lips,  and  his  gaze  strayed  often  to  the 
little  Mandarin  clock  above  the  counter, 
for  the  great  climax  of  his  hopes  was 
drawing  near,  and  consequently,  every 
minute  seemed  like  an  hour  to  him.  Im- 
patiently he  looked  forward  to  nightfall 
and  its  events!  Was  it  not  to  decide 
either  the  life  or  death  of  the  secret 
quest  into  which  he  had  thrown  himself, 
body  and  soul,  for  three  long,  heart- 
breaking years?  Forever,  it  seemed,  he 
had  searched  the  faces  of  countless 
thousands  in  far-off  China — searched 
until  the  hopelessness  of  it  often  tempted 
him  to  give  it  up— yet,  hoping  against 
hope,  he  had  followed  the  painful  trail 
through  all  China  and  thence  to  San 
Francisco.  And  now,  |in  the  coming 
night, — in  this  seething,  treacherous  city 
— he  was  to  realize  either  the  joyous  ful- 
fillment of  his  hopes,  or,  the  final  crush- 
ing disappointment  or  failure! 

At  last  twilight  crept  over  the  dusty, 
narrow  street.  With  the  retreating  foot- 
falls of  his  last  customer  sounding  in 
his  ears,  Ching  hastily  put  away  his  val- 
uables, and  changed  from  slippers  to 
heavier  street  shoes.  First  furtively 
looking  around,  he  opened  a  drawer 
under  the  counter,  and  quickly  slipped  a 
glittering,  dark  blue  object  into  his  left 
coat-sleeve.  Then  turning  the  key  in  the 
door,  he  went  striding  down  the  now 
almost-deserted  lane,  his  tall  figure  van- 
ishing in  the  dusk. 

The  next  few  hours  were  busy  ones 
for  Ching.  First,  there  was  a  long,  ear- 
nest conversation  over  the  telephone  with 
an  excited-voiced  young  man,  who  had 
news  for  Ching  which  brought  a  gleam 
to  his  eye  and  a  flush  to  his  cheek  which 
had  long  been  absent.  With  trembling 
hands  he  hung  up  the  receiver  and  made 
his  way  hurriedly  to  the  office  of  a 
brusque,  uniformed  individual.  The  lat- 
ter, first  turning  a  cold  ear  to  one  who 
was  a  yellow  skin  and  therefore  a  nui- 
sance, upon  hearing  the  quietly-told  sto- 
ry of  Ching,  snapped  out  a  few,  curt 
questions,    brandished   his    arms   in   the 


air,  grew  red  in  the  face,  and  finally  fin- 
ished by  heartily  shaking  the  hand  of  his 
visitor,  leaving  therein  a  nickel-plated 
object,  of  an  appearance  familiar  to  most 
observing  Americans. 

Three  hours  later  a  tall,  muffled  fig- 
ure made  its  difficult  way  through  the 
labyrinth  of  cross-streets  and  dark  al- 
leys in  the  rear  of  a  line  of  silent,  dilap- 
idated dwellings.  Grotesque  shadow- 
shapes  from  the  street-lamps  played  over 
their  dark  surfaces,  seeming  to  accentu- 
ate the  cruelty  existing  in  their  heathen 
interior.  For  here  were  the  hornet-nest9 
of  Oriental  cunning, — the  opium  dens 
and  the  headquarters  of  Buddhism !  Here 
Ching  groped  his  way,  over  fences  and 
walls,  through  narrow  alleys,  and  under 
overhanging  structures  where  he  heard 
the  low  mumble  of  the  Chinese  tongue. 

At  last  he  stood  before  a  small  door 
in  the  side  of  a  large,  dark,  forbidding- 
looking  building,  and  cautiously  stretch- 
ing forth  his  hand  in  the  darkness,  he 
tapped  lightly  three  times,  stopped,  and 
tapped  again !  Stepping  back  quickly,  he 
waited,  his  right  hand  close  to  his  left 
sleeve ! 

Slowly,  noiselessly,  the  door  slid  side- 
wise,  and  he  heard  a  low  voice  speak  in 
Chinese.  He  entered  quickly,  the  door 
closing  softly  behind  him.  As  his  eyes 
became  used  to  the  darkness,  he  dimly 
made  out  the  figure  of  a  man  who,  first 
hesitating,  now  stepped  close  to  him, 
wrung  his  hand  with  a  hard  grip,  and 
whispered  in  pure  English,  "Ching,  old 
man,  she's  here!  Do  you  get  it?  She's 
here  alive !  Lord,  man,  isn't  it  great  ? 
Was  hustled  in  a  back  door  an  hour  ago 
by  Tsintu  and  two  cut-throats.  But 
MAN,  we've  got  to  be  careful !  If  we 
are  caught  now,  it  means  begin  all  over 
again.  Come  on!"  And  he  pointed 
downward. 

Overjoyed,  Ching  stood  there  grasp- 
ing the  strong  hand  in  his.  The  tele- 
phone message  had  given  him  faint  hope, 
but  to  find  HER  here  alive,  unharmed! 
And  then  the  reaction  from  long  years 
of  suffering  flashed  through  him  in  a 
passionate  wave.  The  cowards — the 
brutes —  beasts!  He  felt  the  overpow- 
ering desire  to  throttle  these  robbers  of 
his  happiness !  At  last,  controlling  him- 
self, he  squeezed  the  hand  of  his  com- 
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rade,  and  said,  slowly: 

"Tsong,  I'm  ready  for  anything!  I 
hardly  dared  hope  for  so  much,  and — 
but  you  understand!    Let's  go!" 

With  drawn  weapons,  they  stole  silent- 
ly down  a  flight  of  narrow  steps,  Tsong 
in  the  lead.  Then  after  tiptoeing  care- 
fully through  a  long,  winding  corridor, 
they  saw  far  ahead  faint  streaks  of  light, 
and  crawling  noiselessly  on  hands  and 
knees,  they  reached  a  door.  From  inside 
came  the  low  sing-song  of  conversation. 
Peering  through,  Ching  made  out  the 
forms  of  two  Chinamen  sitting  at  a  small 
table.  They  were  smoking  long  pipes 
and  mumbling  to  each  other  between  in- 
halations. One,  though  his  face  was 
certainly  not  prepossessing,  was  neat  and 
intelligent  appearing,  but  the  other  was 
positively  repulsive.  Ching's  thoughts 
grew  bitter  when  he  thought  of  HER  in 
the  clutches  of  such  as  they.  Then  he 
heard  a  girl's  voice — HER  voice — plead- 
ing in  a  curious  mixture  of  English  and 
Chinese,  evidently  to  the  third  man.  His 
heart  leaping,  shaken  by  that  familiar 
voice,  Ching  started  to  rise.  Then  she 
ceased  abruptly,  as  if  a  hand  had  been 
clapped  over  her  mouth,  and  there  was 
a  deep  silence ; 

Startled,  Ching  sank  to  his  knees 
again.  Tsong  stretched  forth  a  warning 
hand,  and  silently  they  waited.  Silence ! 
'Would  it  never  end?  Then  suddenly 
the  talking  continued,  but  the  girl's  voice 
was  heard  no  more.  The}-  retreated 
down  the  corridor.  Tsong  showed  Ching 
another  passage  leading  to  another  door 
of  the  room,  whispered  hurried  instruc- 
tions, and  took  his  former  position,  while 
Ching  commenced  the  long,  slow  crawl 
down  the  pitch-dark  hall. 

As  he  srrooed  his  way,  low  voices 
seemed  to  come  from  beneath,  and  laying 
his  ear  to  the  floor,  he  realized  that 
down  below  were  many  more,  ready  to 
swarm  up  at  the  slightest  sign  of  trou- 
ble. His  heart  sank !  What  chance  had 
he  of  success  against  such  odds?  Then 
he  remembered  the  gestures  of  a  certain, 
uniformed  individual,  and  making  sure 
that  the  shiny  object  was  still  in  his  pos- 
session, he  crawled  on  with  renewed  as- 
surance. At  last,  after  what  seemed 
like  an  endless  interval,  he  reached  the 
door,   heard   the   familiar  voices   again, 


and  breathlessly  awaited  the  signal.  It 
came! 

CRASH!  Under  the  impact  of 
Tsong  s  powerful  body  the  frail  door 
burst  inward.  The  startled  Chinamen 
jumped  to  their  feet,  consternation  writ- 
ten over  their  ugly,  yellow  faces.  Then, 
fear  in  their  eyes,  they  shrank  back  be- 
fore the  cold  muzzle  of  the  automatic 
in  the  hand  of  Tsong.  At  length,  com- 
prehending the  purpose  of  that  threat- 
ening figure,  the  gaze  of  one  shifted  to 
the  golden-haired  girl  and  her  guard  in 
the  corner,  who  were  both  staring  dazed- 
ly at  Tsong. 

This  was  Ching's  opportunity! 
Throwing  wide  the  door,  he  sprang 
toward  the  girl,  who,  at  sight  of  his  tall 
figure  and  blazing  face,  stared  joyously, 
then  with  a  glad  cry  of  recognition, 
"Fred!  Oh,  Fred!"',  ran  to  him,  just  es- 
caping the  clutch  of  her  captor,  who 
crept  after  her,  knife  flashing  in  his 
hand. 

Thrusting  the  police-whistle  into  her 
hand,  Ching  gasped  "Blow,  Helen! 
Quick!"  and  turned  to  meet  the  oncom- 
ing brute.  With  a  flash  of  steel,  the 
man's  arm  rose,  and  Ching,  throwing  up 
a  protecting  arm  just  too  late,  felt  a  hot, 
piercing  flame  of  agony  pass  through 
him!  Springing  backward,  he  pressed 
the  trigger,  and  saw.  through  the  cloud 
of  smoke,  the  man's  triumphant  leer 
give  way  to  an  expression  of  utter  stu- 
pidity, and  then  fall  headlong.  With  the 
red  stain  growing  slowly  larger  on  his 
coat-front,  Ching  grasped  the  horror- 
stricken  girl  and  started  for  the  door. 

Meanwhile  Tsong,  unable  to  interfere, 
had  forced  the  two  into  a  corner  face- 
first  and  hands  held  high,  and  keeping 
the  blue  barrel  unwaveringly  fixed  on 
them,  listened  grimly  to  the  brief  strug- 
gle behind  him.  Then  he  muttered  hur- 
riedly : 

"Ching,  get  out  of  here  quick!  That 
crowd  will,  be  up  here  any  minute  now. 
Here  they  come !  Blow  that  whistle 
again.  Y\ "here  in  the  devil  are  the  police 
anyway?  Hurry  up,  now,  and  never 
mind  me!  First  door  to  the  right,  sec- 
ond to  the  left.     Hurry!" 

Taking  the  whistle  from  the  white- 
faced  woman  at  his  side,  Ching  blew. 
Faintly,  above  the  sound  of  running  feet 
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below,  came  the  answering-  blast  from 
the  street  outside,  and  then  the  clang  of 
a  bell !  Help  was  near !  The  Captain 
had  kept  his  word! 

Then  they  heard  the  clump  of  many 
feet  coming  down  the  corridor,  and  put- 
ting his  arm  around  his  companion,  who 
had  been  trying  to  staunch  his  wound 
with  her  handkerchief,  Ching  eagerly  led 
her  to  the  door.  Then  they  stopped 
short,  terror-stricken,  for  down  the  dark 
passage  came  a  jabbering  mob  of  dirty 
Chinamen,  each  brandishing  a  murderous 
knife. 

Into  the  room  they  rushed,  a  motley, 
vicious  crowd ;  then  hesitated,  surprised, 
their  shifty  eyes  blinking  in  the  sudden 
light,  and  gazed  wonderingly  at  the  star- 
tled, dismayed  faces  of  Tsong,  Ching 
and  Helen.  With  two,  swift  strides 
Tsong  sprang  to  the  side  of  Ching. 
Then,  guns  in  hand,  they  stepped  before 
Helen  and  turned  desperately  to  face 
this  new  crisis. 

The  jabbering  men  at  the  door,  urged 
into  action  by  the  vociferous  exhortations 
of  the  released  men,  and  angered  by  the 
still  form  on  the  floor,  turned  their  eyes 
menacingly  on  the  tense  figures  before 
the  girl,  and  suddenly  bursting  out  into 
fierce  cries,  swept  down  upon  the  grim- 
faced  Tsong  and  Ching. 

Simultaneously  from  the  two  guns, 
there  burst  a  roar  and  sheet  of  flame, 
and  two  of  the  foremost  went  down, 
choking  and  gasping!  But  now  the 
three  were  enveloped  by  the  fighting, 
straining  heathens ;  Helen  was  torn  from 
Ching,  and  he  found  himself  clawing, 
fighting,  hammering  with  the  butt  of  the 
automatic,  straining  to  keep  those  flash- 
ing knives  from  burying  themselves  in 
his  flesh! 

But  hark!  Down  the  corridor  came 
the  sound  of  heavy  feet.  Hoarse  shouts 
of  encouragement  reached  his  ears,  and 
into  the  room  rushed  a  squad  of  eager, 
husky  blue-coated  men! 

r'Give  it  to  'em,  me  byes !"  "That  for 
ye,  ye  spalpeen !'' 

With  shouts  of  glee,  they  sprang  into 
the  swaying-  mob,  shiny  clubs  swinging 
right  and  left. 

Ching  gave  one  last  smash  into  the 
sweating,  yellow  face  before  him,  then, 
weak  and  faint  from  loss  of  blood,  he 


swayed,  the  world  swam  before  his  eyes, 
and  he  knew  no  more. 

Then  followed  long  weeks  in  the  hos- 
pital— anxious  weeks  for  a  golden-haired 
girl  and  a  much-bandaged  young  man, 
who  called  daily.  Sitting  beside  the  bed- 
side of  the  delirious,  fever-stricken 
Ching,  they  heard  that  which  made  the 
eyes  of  Tsong  grow  moist,  and  which 
brought  to  the  anxious  face  of  the  other 
an  infinite  tenderness  and  yearning,  and 
caused  her  to  turn  away  to  hide  tear- 
dimmed  eyes.  Then  convalescence,  and 
finally  the  glad  day  when  Ching,  with 
joy  in  his  heart  and  a  happy,  blushing 
maiden  by  his  side  stood  on  the  rear  plat- 
form of  the  Limited  bound  for  the  East. 
With  them  was  a  handsome,  laughing 
young  man,  whom  she  addressed  as  Bro- 
ther Bill.  Together  they  musingly 
watched  the  spires  of  the  city  of  the 
Golden-Gate  fade  away  in  the  distance. 
Gone  were  the  hated  Chinese  garments 
of  both  men — gone  the  almond  color  and 
twist  of  the  eyebrows,  for  Ching  and 
Tsong  were  no  more.  Frederick  Rol- 
lins, star  athlete  and  graduate  of  Har- 
vard was  bound  for  home  with  the  glad 
news  of  the  rescue  of  his  fiancee,  Helen 
Stoddard.  She  had  been  kidnapped  by 
an  outcast  Chinese  nobleman  and  his  bri- 
gands while  traveling  through  *  China 
three  years  before,  and  had  been  held, 
unharmed,  while  negotiating  for  a  ran- 
som with  her  parents.  Then,  forced  to 
flee  with  her  to  San  Francisco  by  the 
persistence  of  the  disguised  Fred  and  her 
brother  Bill,  who  kept  up  the  long,  al- 
most hopeless  search  against  all  odds, 
they  were  finally  trapped  in  a  den  of  the 
underworld,  as  we  have  seen. 

With  light  of  the  setting  sun  shining 
into  their  happy  faces,  and  the  steady 
hum  and  clicking  of  the  wheels  upon 
the  rails  beneath  singing  its  song  of  joy- 
ful home-coming,  Fred  gazed  down  into 
the  adoring  eyes  of  his  golden-haired 
girl, — forgot  the  long  years  of  pain  in 
the  sad  life  of  Ching — and  reaching  hun- 
grily for  the  warm,  red  lips  so  close  to 
his  own,  he  found  peace  and  happiness 
in  its  fullest  measure. 

Merrill  C.   Orsivell. 
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NEVER  AGAIN 

"Hi,  you  young  varmints,  clear  out  of 
here  or  I'll  have  the  law  on  ye,"  yelled 
Farmer  Richards,  as  he  scrambled  over 
the  high  stone  wall  and  made  for  the 
apple  tree,  where  Sam  Jones  and  Dick 
Smith  were  perched  calmly  eating  the 
juicy  fruit. 

"All  right,  Mir.  Richards,  we'll  be 
down  in  a  jiffy,"  replied  Sam,  as  he  slid 
to  the  ground,  with  Dick  a  close  second. 

"I'll  larn  ye  to  steal  my  apples,  you 
young  rascals,"  cried  the  old  man  as  he 
ran  after  them  with  a  switch. 

When  the  boys  saw  that  the  old  farmer 
intended  to  catch  them  they  made  for 
the  stone  wall,  but  alas  for  Dick.  His 
foot  caught  in  a  crack  of  the  stone  wall 
and  as  he  struggled  wildly  to  escape, 
down  came  the  switch  with  a  healthy 
swing  on  his  back. 

"There,"  exclaimed  the  farmer,  "now 
get  out  of  here,  and  don't  come  back 
again,  for  if  you  do,  you'll  get  worse 
than  this." 

That  evening  while  Dick  was  studying 
his  algebra,  in  walked  Sam. 

"Come  on,"  he  said,  "I've  found  a  way 
we  can  get  even  with  old  Richards,"  and 
he   whispered   something  in   Dick's   ear. 

"Just  the  thing,"  said  Dick. 

Ten  minutes  later,  with  a  horse  and 
wagon  which  they  had  borrowed  from 
the  Boys'  Farm,  they  and  four  other  boys 
drove  to  Farmer  Richards'  orchard. 

"Here  we  are,"  said  Sam,  pulling  up 
near  the  apple  tree.  "Get  out  and  get 
busy.  I'll  turn  the  wagon  around,  in 
case  we  have  to  leave  in  a  hurry." 

The  boys,  working  like  mad,  filled  bag 
after  bag  with  apples,  carried  them  to 
the  wagon,  and  dropped  them  there  until 
they  had  cleaned  the  trees. 

"Finished?"  asked  one  of  the  boys. 

"Yes,  let's  beat  it,"  was  the  quick  re- 
ply. 

Then  driving  to  Burns'  Hill  they 
cached  the  load  of  apples  and  returned 
the  horse  and  wagon  to  the  Boys'  Farm 
and  fifteen  minutes  later  they  were  both 
sleeping  soundly. 

The  next  day  when  Dick  entered  the 
grocery  on  an  errand  for  his  mother,  he 
found  Mrs.  Richards  telling  the  proprie- 
tor how  someone  had  cleaned  the  apples 
off  the  trees  with  which  they  had  intend- 


ed to  pay  off  the  mortgage  on  the  farm, 
for  apples  were  selling  at  twelve  dollars 
a  barrel  that  season.  When  Dick  told 
the  boys,  they  all  wanted  to  return  the 
apples. 

"But,"  said  Sam,  "if  we  return  them, 
Mr.  Richards  will  know  we  stole  them." 

"I  know  what  we'll  do,"  said  Dick, 
"we'll  sell  the  apples  and  send  Mr.  Rich- 
ards a  check  for  the  proceeds." 

The  next  day  they  borrowed  the  horse 
and  wagon,  got  the  apples,  drove  to 
Squire  Davenport  and  sold  them  to  him 
for  one  hundred  and  twenty  dollars  and 
sent  the  check  by  mail  to  Mr.  Richards. 

That  night,  six  tired  boys  made  their 
way  home  repeating  over  and  over  again, 
"Never  again,  never  again." 

Thomas  Maskilieson. 


IF 
I 

If  you  can  do  your  homework 

And  keep  on  looking  bright 
And  never  waste  a  mite  of  time, 
I  think  you're  doing  right. 
II 
If  you  can  get  all  "E's"  and  "G's" 

And  never  see  an  "L"  or  "P" 
If  you  can  get  assignments  right, 
I  know  that  you  are  very  bright. 
Ill 
If  you  can  do  this  for  four  years 

And  never  be  seen  shedding  tears 
Then,  when  you  are  old  and  along  in 
years, 
You  can  say,   "Well  I   never  had  to 
fear." 

IV 
If,  when  graduation  comes, 

You  close  your  volumes  one  by  one, 
Each  chapter  full  of  high  ideals 

Then  you'll  go  right  through  all  your 
years. 

Mildred  McCarthy,  1922. 


GRANDMOTHER  ON  FASHION 
(Being  one  of  the  many  Reminiscences 
of  a  real  New  England  grandmother) 
"How  d'y'do,  Sarah?"  Come  right 
in!  There,  wipe  your  feet  on  that  mat. 
For  the  land's  sake,  child,  you  sure  are 
wet — here,  let  me  have  your  rubbers  an' 
that  mat.       That's  it,  sit  down  in  front 
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of  the  fire  an'  dry  yourself.  How's  your 
mother?  Las'  time  I  saw  her  I  wuz  on 
my  way  to  Qara  May  Jackson's  house 
in  Springtown — you  know  Clara  May, 
her  father  wuz  Abner  Wells,  sheriff  of 
Cook  County  las'  year.  Well,  I  just  got 
back  from  her  house  yesterday,  and  oh! 
how  glad  I  wuz  t'  see  home  again!  Do 
you  know,  Sarah,  the  way  Clara  lives  is 
just  shockin' !  She  wuz  off  t'  somethin' 
or  t'other  ev'ry  night  in  the  week,  the 
worst  gadder  I  ever  see !  Why,  one  might 
she  wuz  comin'  down  stairs  in  a  evenin' 
gown  I  guess  she  called  it,  an'  I  didn't 
know  what  it  wuz,  an'  I  sez  right  out — 
"Haven't  you  forgot  some  o'  your  dress, 
Clara  May?'  Course,  she  wuz  terribly 
huffed  an'  when  she  came  back  I  had 
some  lecture,  an'  knew  what  the  dif- 
f'rence  wuz  between  a  evenin'  gown  and 
an  ordinary  gown! 

An'  her  children,  Sarah  Jane!  Why, 
that  oldest  girl  who  goes  t'  high  school 
wears  the  shortest  skirts  I  ever  seen.  I 
just  had  t'  keep  my  eyes  closed  an'  say 
the  Ten  Commandments  over  an'  over! 
An'  silk  stockin's !  Why,  the  silk  stock- 
ing thrown  away  in  that  house  would 
overfill  the  missionary  bag.  An'  high 
heels,  Sary.  I  never  did  see  the  like  of 
it!  Clara  called  'em  "Louis"  or  some- 
thin' — I'd  like  to  get  my  hands  on  that 
"Louis" — even  little  Elizabeth  had  baby's 
Louis  or  somethin'  like  that!  To  think 
of  my  own  namesake  shockin'  my  name 
that  way —  it's  scandalous!  Sary,  I've 
more  things  to  tell  the  minister  an'  more 
things  to  confess,  an'  they're  just  prey- 
in'  on  my  mind!  They  say  girls  will  be 
girls,  but  /  sez  ther's  a  limit  t'  all  things ! 
What  do  you  suppose — eh?  what's  that? 
Your  mother  sent  you  over  to  get  a 
quarter  to  light  the  gas  with? — Sure, 
dearie,  here  it  is — and,  oh,  Sary,  tell  your 
mother  to  come  over  with  Mis'  Brown 
this  afternoon.  I'll  warrant  I  ken  give 
'em  a  sermon's  good  as  the  minister  ken 
himself !" 

Evelyn  E.  Faulds,  1922. 

HERO  WORSHIP 
She  was  such  a  tiny  little  thing,  this 
old  lady  dressed  in  gray,  and  it  seemed 
she  just  couldn't  get  to  a  place  that  would 
insure  her  a  glimpse  of  her  hero.  Her 
hero !  oh,  how  she  wanted  to  see  him ; 


the  brave  marshal  she  had  read  so  much 
about.  Over  thirty  years  now,  it  was, 
since  she  had  seen  him  last.  Well  she 
remembered  that  day  in  sunny  France, 
when,  with  banners  flying,  the  happy 
laughing  throng  had  greeted  him  as  he 
rode  through  the  streets  of  Paris. 

She  had  had  a  fine  view  of  him  from 
one  of  the  big  hotel  windows.  Such  a 
fine-looking  soldier  he  was.  Then  she 
had  come  to  America  and  lived  here  all 
these  years,  dreaming  of  happy  days 
spent  in  France.  She  had  never  seemed 
able  to  get  back  again.  Obstacles  came 
up  each  time  she  planned  to  go,  forcing 
her  to  give  up  her  intended  trip. 

But  what  did  that  matter  now?  The 
great  man,  one  of  her  countrymen,  after 
all  this  time  had  come  to  America,  and 
she  must  see  him!  She  tried  to  elbow 
her  way  through  the  crowd,  but  her  ef- 
fort seemed  futile.  She  tried  again  and 
again  but  failed  to  make  a  break  in  the 
crowd  that  stood  eight  deep. 

Feeling  a  touch  on  her  shoulder,  she 
turned  to  face  a  khaki-clad  figure.  Smil- 
ingly, he  took  her  by  the  arm  saying, 
"Come  on,  little  lady,  I  guess  you  deserve 
the  front  row  after  all  your  heroic  ef- 
forts to  get  there."  She  smiled  up  at 
him  with  a  world  of  joy  on  her  face. 
People  made  way  for  the  big  soldier  and 
the  little  lady  and  to  her  delight,  she  was 
soon  at  the  front  of  the  crowd. 

Far  down  the  line  of  waiting  crowds, 
a  cheer  arose  and  grew  and  spread  up 
the  line,  seeming  to  keep  pace  with  an 
automobile  which  rolled  slowly  along, 
preceded  by  soldiers  on  horseback.  The 
little  lady  leaned  out  to  look  at  the  ap- 
proaching car.  As  it  drew  nearer,  her 
eyes  became  fixed  on  one  person  in  the 
car.  He  was  the  only  one  there  to  her, 
clad  in  a  blue  uniform,  trimmed  with 
yellow  braid.  One  didn't  wonder  that 
she  found  the  gray-haired  man  so  inter- 
esting. Now  the  car  was  directly  in  front 
of  her.  Soon  he  would  be  gone.  Just 
then  he  lifted  his  cap  in  response  to  the 
cheers  which  greeted  him.  A  smile  lit 
up  his  face.  He  was  gone  now,  but  the 
little  old  lady  was  supremely  happy  as 
she  turned  to  go.  She  had  seen  her  hero, 
Marshal  Foch,  once  more. 

Ella  M.  Cockerill,  Feb.  '23. 
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AFTER  A  LATE  SUPPER 

The  first  I  knew  about  it,  I  was  in  an 
automobile.  How  I  got  there  or  why,  I 
shall  never  know.  I  had  awakened  from 
a  painful  unconsciousness  to  find  myself 
tied  hand  and  foot  and  racing-  like  mad 
along-  the  north  side  boulevard.  At  the 
wheel  of  the  car  was  an  ape,  a  huge, 
hairy  beast  with  goggles  over  his  bulg- 
ing eyes.  The  car  held  the  road  as  if 
guided  by  the  hand  of  an  expert;  never 
once  did  the  eyes  of  the  queer  chauffeur 
leave  the  road.  Mile  after  mile  sped 
by  like  the  wind,  the  engine  was  soar- 
ing under  the  terrific  speed. 

Soon  we  came  to  bad  roads  in  a  part 
of  the  country  I  have  never  before  seen. 
Suddenly  the  car  gave  a  lurch,  swung 
sharply  around  and  left  the  main  road. 
On  to  what  appeared  to  be  an  old  lum- 
ber trail  we  dashed,  still  keeping  up  the 
terrific  clip,  narrowly  missing  large 
rocks,  trees  and  anything  that  happened 
to  be  in  our  way. 

Suddenly  we  started  climbing,  not 
very  steeply  at  first  but  higher  and  high- 
er with  every  passing  mile.  The  car 
gave  a  jump  ahead  and  we  were  off  on 
a  downhill  race.  "Forty,  fifty," — I 
watched  the  speedometer  climb  to  ninety- 
two.  The  silent  driver  was  still  looking 
directly  at  the  path  over  which  we  were 
speeding  like  one  possessed  of  the  devil. 

The  wind  lashed  my  face  and  droop- 
ing branches  from  overhanging  trees 
whipped  me  like  rawhide.  You  can  im- 
agine my  feelings  when  directly  in  front 
of  us  appeared  a  dropping-off  place.  The 
brakes  were  slammed  on,  but  the  velocity 
of  the  car  did  not  decrease.  The  great 
ape  swung  the  front  wheels  over  as  far 
as  they  would  go,  the  back  wheels  skid- 
ded, and  came  to  a  sudden  stop  against 
a  huge  rock.  I  was  thrown  from  the 
car  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff  and  down- 
ward toward  the  rocky  valley  below.  The 
large  boulders  seemed  to  jump  up  to  me. 
Then  I  landed  very  easily,  considering 
the  distance  of  my  fall.  I  got  up  stiffly, 
unwrapped  the  tight  blankets  from 
around  my  perspiring  body  and  slipped 
out  of  bed  for  a  smoke. 

George  Laing,  1922. 


MIDNIGHT  REVELS 
(Parody  on  "The  Nightingale") 
Last  night  a  night  voice  woke  me, 
Last  night  when  all  was  still, 
It  rose  in  the  golden  moonlight, 
From  out  the  night  breezes  chill. 
I  opened  my  window  so  gently : 
I  gazed  on  the  midnight  view, 
And  oh!  the  sight,  my  darling,  was  one 
of  rue,  of  rue! 

Two  forms,  both  supple  and  slender, 
Two  forms — merged  into  one 
I  sighed  with  a  sigh  so  tender, 
Whisp'ring,    "What   have   they    done?" 
I  rose  from  my  window  and  aiming, 
T  hurled  on  the  scene  my  shoe, 
And   oh!   the    peace,   my   darling,    that 
reigned  anew,  anew! 

Ellen  Pyyny,  1922. 


SHE'S  VERY  FOND  OF  ME 
She's  very  glad  to  see  me; 

I  think  she  makes  that  clear 
When  she  rushes  up  to  meet  me 

As  soon  as  I  draw  near. 
Her  soft  dark  eyes  look  into  mine, 

And  though  she  speaks  no  word, 
Her  silence  is  expressive 

Of  affectionate  regard ; 
Her  head  rests  on  my  shoulder 

While  my  arms  her  neck  entwine ;- 
Oh !  yes,  she's  very  fond  of  me, — 

This  little  dog  of  mine. 

Velma  E.  Herrick,  Feb.  1924. 


If  You  Want  SOMETHING  HANDSOME  in 

Christmas      Cards 
—  JUST  GO  TO  — 

BOND'S 
Photographic  Art  Shop 

9  5     I :  GALE    STREET.    WOLI.ASTON,    MASS. 
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THE  MOUNTAINS 

Oh,  those  beautiful  and  mighty  moun- 
tains !  What  a  f eel'ing  of  help  and  as- 
surance one  experiences  when  looking 
"unto  the  hills  from  whence  cometh  his 
help."  They  loom  up  like  large  sentinels 
covering  vast  areas. 

Let  us  first  take,  a  look  at  them  as 
they  appear  in  spring.  The  fields  and 
meadows  are  robed  in  green  as  are  the 
mountains  but  only  on  the  nearest  ones 
are  the  trees  visible.  From  off  the  moun- 
tains, we  see  mad  little  streams  forcing 
their  way  over  rocks  and  ledges  and 
rushing  wildly  into  some  tranquil  mill 
pond  down  in  the  valley.  Oh,  the  cas- 
cades up  in  between  ledges,  what  a  beau- 
tiful sight  it  is  to  see  them  fall  endlessly 
into  some  deep  pool  only  to  rush  on  to  a 
still  greater  fall  later  on  in  their  course! 
In  spring  the  fruit  trees  in  the  valley  are 
covered  with  blossoms.  Such  valleys  lend 
beauty  to  an  artist  like  Wallace  Nutting. 

In  summer  the  mountains  appear  al- 
most the  same  as  in  spring,  but  when  we 
climb  them  we  find  them  covered  with 
gorgeous  flowers  as  Bryant  adds, 
"Where  meads  of  brighter  verdure  lay, 
And      lovelier     blossoms      tinged      the 

ground." 
The    streams    w-hich   in    spring    babbled 
over  with  fun  have  grown  more  sedate 
and  calmly  flow  over  the  beds  made  dur- 
ing the  mad  rush  of  spring. 

Then  autumn,  have  you  seen  the  moun- 
tains in  that  season?  They  appear  chis- 
eled out  of  blue  marble,  so  exact  is  every 
feature.  All  the  supposed  images  if  the 
mountains  should  be  seen  during  this 
season.  The  fruit  trees  are  minus  their 
blossoms  but  on  them  hang  ripe  fruit 
and  under  the  branches  are  pumpkins 
and  squashes.  The  air  seems  to  send 
vigor  into  everyone  and  makes  one  feel 
as  if  life  were  really  worth  living  after 
all.  Plow  beautiful  everything  looks 
clothed  in  bright  colors  ranging  from 
red  to  yellow !  The  brooks  and  streams 
have  nearly  all  dried-  up  and  the  earth 
fearlessly   challenges   cold   winter. 

At  last  winter  has  gained  possession, 
and  snow  covers  all,  making  the  world 
look  purer.  The  colored  mountains  of 
yesterday,  stand  almost  unseen  in  the 
greyness  of  the  sky.    Have  you  forgotten 


the  falls,  which  we  saw  dropping  great 
distances  ?  They  have  been  transformed 
into  great  icicles  which  appear  almost 
to  outdo  the  rainbow  in  colors,  for  when 
the  sun  goes  down  the  yellows  shown 
are  too  varied  for  words.  The  trees  are 
especially  beautiful  in  this  season  and 
often  times  we  see  arches  made  by  two 
snow  laden  trees,  too  heavy  to  stand 
erect. 

The  spring  in  the  mountains  is  like 
the  youth  of  a  person,  just  brimming 
over  with  excitement  and  joy,  filling  ev- 
eryone with  life  and  vigor.  The  quiet- 
ing down  of  summer  comes  with  age 
and  the  splendor  of  middle  age  is  shown 
by  autumn,  yet  a  sort  of  feeling  for  the 
calmness  of  old  age  is  looked  forward  to 
in  middle  life  as  autumn  looks  for  the 
coming  of  winter.  The  beauty  of  old 
age  is  like  the  beauty  of  winter,  just  pur- 
ity, but  finally  the  bitterness  comes  and 
the  feeling  of  loneliness,  but  through  it 
all  shines  the  true  light,  as  does  the  sun 
as  it  goes  down  showing  all  the  good 
qualities.  The  mountains  have  always 
been  a  source  of  thought  for  the  poet,  a 
laboratory  for  the  experimenter  and  a 
rest  for  everyone. 

Eleanor  Eastman,  Feb.,  1924. 


NIGHT 


Darkness  comes  on  rapidly;  rather  it 
seems  to  drop,  softly,  swiftly,  eager  to 
bring  refreshment  to  the  exhausted  day. 
A  breeze  swings  in  from  the  west,  with 
a  coolness  that  pricks,  and  a  dampness 
that  falls  and  clings  like  a  garment,  fra- 
grant with  the  freshness  of  growing 
green  things.  The  wood  brook  dimples 
among  the  shadows,  mirroring  the  stars 
of  heaven.  The  frogs  and  crickets  join 
in  their  evening  chant,  birds  coo  and  talk 
in  whispers  and  there  begins  the  chorus 
of  sounds  that  so  curiously  produce  the 
musical  silence  of  the  night. 

Anna  Eovacious,  Feb.  1924. 


THE  ATTACK  OF  THE  SUB 

It  was  a  beautiful  Sunday  morn- 
ing in  early  June  of  1918  when  the 
barge  Lansford,  with  three  other  barges 
and  the  tug  Perth  Amboy,  was  sailing 
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along  the  Cape  Cod  coast.  At  ten-thirty 
the  Boston  bound  air-patrol  passed  over 
them.  About  eleven-twenty  a  shell 
crashed  through  the  Lansford's  upper 
works,  disabling  her  by  blowing  up  her 
rigging.  The  next  shot  blew  the  tug's 
rudder  away,  rendering  her  helpless. 
Then  the  sub  sent  shot  after  shot  into 
the  first  barge,  soon  sinking  her.  Thirty 
minutes  later  the  Lansford  was  aban- 
doned, leaving  my  Scotch  collie,  Rex,  on 
board,  merely  because  she  would  not  get 
into  the  boat. 

No  one  was  seriously  injured  except 
my  father,  the  captain  of  the  Lansford, 
who  stopped  a  piece  of  shrapnel  with 
each  arm.  The  crews  of  all  the  boats 
were  rescued,  and  most  of  the  sailors 
saved  their  valuables. 

Thus  was  the  World  War  brought  to 
the  Massachusetts  coast,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  warfare  since  the  Civil  War  was 
American  blood  shed  in  America. 

Jack  Ainsleigh,  1925. 


YOURS  TRULY 


Thump,  thump,  thump,  and  a  whine 
to  accompany  each  of  these.  Lieutenant 
Howard  gazed  appraisingly  at  the  empty 
doorway  of  the  pier  office.  To  tell  the 
truth,  Lieutenant  Howard  was  decidedly 
sceptical,  for,  as  getting  the  troops,  which 
arrived  hourly  from  the  training  camps, 
assorted  correctly  on  the  European  trans- 
ports, was  at  the  least  a  ticklish  job,  that 
sound  rankled  on  his  nerves.  He  knew 
that,  within  the  hour  he  was  scheduled 
to  board  "The  Winifredian,"  in  charge 
of  the  section  of  the  101st  Infantry,  Y. 
D.,  which  was  bound  for  the  "big  fight," 
on  that  ship.  He  had  quite  a  bit  of  work 
to  do,  and  he  had  never  come  in  contact 
with  treachery,  but  with  all  the  German 
"dirty  work,"  going  on,  it  might  be—! 
Oh,  well,  it  would  do  no  harm  to  look  at 
least,  and  he  wandered  to  the  doorway  in 
rather  nervous  expectancy.  His  hearty 
laugh  suddenly  rang  out  in  relief,  for, 
sitting  forlornly  on  the  steps,  scratching 
with  might  and  main,  sat  the  most  woe- 
begone tiny  pup  he  had  ever  seen. 

Half  an 'hour  later  the  docks  began  to 
clear,  hurrying  men  in  navy  uniforms, 
rushed  around  in  a  business-like  manner, 
and  Lieutenant  Howard,  with  one  look- 


around,  gathered  up  his  army  shoes  and 
an  extra  pair  of  breeches,  and  thrusting 
them  into  his  grip,  sauntered  up  the  gang 
plank.  In  the  hustle  of  departure,  and 
the  pain  of  wistful  farewell  looks,  he 
neglected  to  put  his  grip  away,  but  upon 
returning  to  the  saloon,  he  noticed  that 
a  strap  of  his  valise  tightened  as  though 
being  strained  from  within. 

He  unsnapped  it  hurriedly,  and  re- 
ceived the  surprise  of  his  young  life,  for 
cuddled  up  in  one  shoe,  with  her  tiny 
nose  hidden  in  fright  was  the  pup  which 
he  had  previously  befriended.  A  roar  of 
laughter,  from  the  ring  of  rather  strained 
faces,  made  the  stowaway  cock  up  her 
little  flea-bitten  ears,  and  favor  the 
doughboys  with  a  quizzical  canine  glance 
from  her  friendly  brown  slit  eyes.  This 
immediately  "brought  down  the  house," 
and  it  was  proposed  that  "aforesaid  vag- 
abond be  retained  as  mascot,"  and  that 
"everyone  get  busy  to  find  a  name." 

However,  it  was  nearing  the  end  of 
the  voyage,  when  a  name  was  found,  and 
the  finding  occurred  in  this  way: 

A  private  by  the  name  of  McLellan 
had  written  a  letter  to  his  children,  in- 
tending them  to  think  that  the  puppy 
mascot  had  written  it.  He  got  only  as 
far  as  the  "Yours  truly,"  however,  for 
the  boys  had  not  as  yet  found  a  suita- 
ble name  for  her.  The  letter  had  lain 
in  this  condition  for  several  days,  when 
a  Sergeant  with  an  Irish  sense  of  humor, 
remarked,  "Well,  for  a  faithful  dog, 
what  could  be  more  appropriate  for  a 
name  than  "Yours  truly?"  And  so  it 
remained,  with  "True"  for  short. 
Through  the  disembarkation  of  the 
troops  at  Brest,  True  was  guarded  care- 
fully and  jealously,  and  she  lived  up  to 
her  name  by  being  the  comforter  and 
friend  of  every  man  in  Company  B, 
which  was  temporarily  in  the  charge  of 
Lieutenant  Howard.  The  general  desire, 
"Oh!  to  get  going!"  seemed  to  affect 
True  oddly,  for  the  nearer  they  got  to 
the  smell  of  powder  and  the  sound  of  the 
big  guns,  the  nearer  she  wanted  to  get. 

However,  transportation  was  so  te- 
dious, and  the  delays  so  long,  that  by 
the  time  the  101st  Infantry  was  ready  for 
action,  the  mascot  of  Company  D,  was 
approximately  a  year  old. 

Tt  was  the  thrill  of  a  life  time,  when 
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Arnold  Howard  first  heard  the  order, 
"Over  the  top,"  and  passed  it  along 
quietly.  The  men  began  to  mount  the 
improvised  ladders,  and  creep  over  the 
sand-bag  parapet,  then,  all  at  once  the 
complete  line  was  on  top,  and  with  a 
rousing  cheer,  they  dashed  into  the  dark 
terrors  of  No  Man's  Land.  The  man  on 
Howard's  right  slipped  without  a  sound 
into  the  vast  hosts  of  the  "missing  in 
action,"  and  in  the  weird  gleam  of  light 
he  could  see  the  tortured  face  of  an  en- 
emy, dying  with  a  bayonet  through  his 
heart.  The  French  battery  behind  him, 
and  the  comrades  whom  he  could  not  see 
spurred  him  on,  through  the  harsh,  en- 
tangling barbed  wire,  and  over  impassa- 
ble shell  holes.  He  stumbled  and  almost 
fell  over  the  mutilated  body  of  a  dead 
poilu,  and  as  he  straightened  his  cau- 
tiously bent  body  in  a  shudder  of  pity,  a 
star  shell  from  his  own  lines,  lighted  the 
land  about  him.  He  had  not  realized 
that  he  was  so  near  the  enemy's  trenches, 
but  it  was  too  late  to  redeem  himself  as 
an  offered  target.  He  felt  a  sudden  pain 
in  his  head,  then  in  his  lungs,  and  a  mer- 
ciful unconsciousness   enveloped  him. 

He  could  not  tell  how  long  he  had 
lain  there,  but  a  cool  wet  something  on 
his  face  made  him  open  his  eyes.  Be- 
side him  stood  the  faithful  collie  tall 
and  straight.  Her  beautiful  great  brown 
eyes,  had  in  them  a  light  as  wonderful 
as  that  in  any  woman's,  whose  man  has 
made  her  proud,  and  yet,  whose  pride  is 
hidden  in  pain.  They  spoke  volumes  as 
they  looked  into  his,  and  taking  no  notice 
of  her  own  blood-stained  fur,  she  laid 
herself  in  the  crotch  of  his  arm,  and 
proceeded  to  lap  his  flowing  wounds. 

Tears  blinded  the  sight  of  Arnold 
Howard,  female  hater,  and  stroking  her, 
he  spoke  gently,  "I  guess  we  die,  as  we 
have  lived,  together,  old  girl,  and  to 
those  whom  we  love,  we  die,  being  as 
we  have  always  been  'Yours  truly?'  " 

T  T  *  T  T 

Was  this  heaven?  Arnold  opened  his 
eyes.  It  must  be,  for  there  stood  his 
smiling,  white-haired  mother,  gazing  at 
him  in  loving  pain. 

He  whispered  her  name  fearfully,  lest 
the  vision  disappear.  Her  face  lighted 
as  she  spoke  to  another  person,  all  in 
white,  presumably  an  angel,  "He  has  re- 


gained consciousness.  Thank  God,  then, 
that  the  operation  was  successful !" 

After  the  dim  curtain  had  disappeared 
from  his  brain,  he  began  to  take  note  of 
his  surroundings,  and  with  a  little  ex- 
planation, the  puzzle  was  solved.  He 
had  been  delirious  ever  since  he  had 
been  carried  off  to  a  first-aid  hospital, 
behind  the  lines,  and  had  not  recovered 
his  reason  until  he  was  operated  upon 
by  a  skilful  surgeon,  in  his  own  home. 
When  he  could  speak,  he  asked  "Where's 
'Yours  truly  ?' "  and  his  mother,  with 
frightened  eyes,  whispered,  "Arnold, 
sonny,  don't  say  that.  Those  are  the  only 
words  you've  spoken,  since  you  left 
France." 

"Then,  mother  darling,"  he  smiled  se- 
riously, "I've  only  been  half  delirious," 
"but  when  he  discovered  a  tawny  mass 
of  warm  fur,  cuddled  at  his  side,  he  de- 
cided that,  after  all,  he  was  in  heaven. 

A  little  later  the  boys  of  Company  B, 
ioist  Infantry,  Y.  D.,  received  a  long  let- 
ter, which  was  signed,  "From  a  Conva- 
lescent, and  Yours  Truly,"  and  a  shape- 
less blot  in  one  corner,  could  be  discerned 
as  the  private,  inky  pawed  signature  of 
their  beloved  mascot. 


ARCHIMEDES  REVISITS  THE 
EARTH 

I  wanted  to  get  some  more  informa- 
tion on  physics,  and  I  wanted  first  hand 
knowledge.  After  thinking  it  over  I 
went  to  a  spirit  medium,  and  asked  him 
to  find  Archimedes  for  me.  He  went  to 
his  telephone  and  after  making  some 
mysterious  motions,  said: 

"Hello,  Salt  Peter! — a — I  mean  Saint 
Peter.  Will  you  page  Mr.  Archimedes 
and  send  him  to  my  house?" 

I  couldn't  quite  see  why  Archimedes 
was  in  heaven.  However,  one  thing  I 
knew,  and  that  was  that  if  an  average 
schoolboy  of  today  had  had  anything  to 
say  in  deciding  his  fate,  poor  Archime- 
des would  have  had  very  little  chance  of 
going  to  heaven. 

The  medium  had  hung  up  the  receiver, 
and  I  was  just  going  to  ask  him  if  Arch- 
imedes could  come  when — click! — the 
door  opened  and  in  walked  a  white- 
haired  man,  evidently  about  sixty  years 
of  age,  dressed  in  a  white  robe  and  wear- 
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ing  sandals. 

I  had  had  the  medium  fix  it  so  that 
Archimedes  could  say  everything-  he 
knew  in  English,  so,  as  soon  as  the  me- 
dium had  introduced  us  to  each  other, 
we  got  along  very  well.  I  took  him  to 
my  house  in  a  taxi,  and  although  he 
looked  somewhat  bewildered,  he  didn't 
say  much. 

Shortly  after  arriving  at  our  house, 
our  telephone  rang.  When  I  was  through 
using  the  'phone  I  explained  to  him  that 
by  that  instrument  I  could  talk  with  any- 
one I  wished.  I  started  away,  but  a  mo- 
ment later  I  heard  something  like  this : 

"Oh!  Is  this  my  wife,  Isabella?  I 
am  so — " 

"Number,  please" 

"What  dearest?    I- ' 

"Number,  please!" 

'"Come  here,  cheese?'  Why  I  don't 
under — " 

"NUMBER,  PLEASE!  !" 

By  this  time  I  had  reached  him. 

"Hang  up,  quick,"  I  yelled. 

"Hang  up  what?" 

"The  receiver.  Oh !  Wait !  There. 
Now  please  don't  try  to  use  that  'phone 
again." 

"But  you  said  I — " 

"That's  all  right.  'There's  a  Rea- 
son."" 

It  was  hard  to  believe  that  such  a  man 
had  been  a  great  scientist.  My!  but  lie 
was  ignorant.  Why  he  couldn't  even  tell 
me  what  a  jazz  band  was.  I  was  so 
interested  in  his  ignorance,  that  I  for- 
got to  ask  him  about  what  he  knew. 

The  next  day  there  was  to  be  a  foot- 
ball game  at  the  Harvard  Stadium.  As 
I  had  planned  to  go,  I  decided  to  take 
Archimedes  along.  Every  auto,  motor- 
cycle, or  street  car  that  he  saw  made  him 
gasp,  but  when  the  train  that  we  were 
to  take  came  in,  roaring  and  puffing  and 
hissing,  he  flopped  over.  Three  men 
helped  me  get  him  aboard  the  train,  and 
he  soon  came  to.  But  when  we  were 
passing  the  locomotive  yard  near  the 
South  Station,  he  gave  one  glance  at 
the  sea  of  black,  smoking,  steam-spitting 
engines,  with  their  glowing  red  fires, 
and  cried  out: 

"Oh!  What  have  I  have  done  that  I 
should  be  transferred  from  heaven  to 
this  infernal  place.     I — " 


"There,  there,  Archie;  you'll  be  all 
right  in  a  minute.     Now  come  on." 

He  tottered  out  of  the  station  with 
me,  and  as  we  descended  into  the  sub- 
way, I  wondered  what  he  would  do.  He 
did  and  said  absolutely  nothing.  I  guess 
he  had  given  up,  and  was  ready  foi  any- 
thing. 

By  the  time  we  came  up  to  the  sun- 
light in  Harvard  Square,  Archie  was  in 
better  spirits,  and  had  become  more  ac- 
customed to  the  terrors  of  the  twentieth 
century.  We  followed  the  crowd  that 
was  surging  toward  the  Stadium  and  as 
we  crossed  a  bridge  over  the  Charles,  a 
Harvard  rowing  crew  was  out  in  its 
shell. 

"Dear  me!  WTiat  a  small  craft  to  hold 
so  many  men.  Let's  see;  A  body  im- 
mersed in  a  liquid  is — " 

"That's  a  shell,"  I  explained  to  my 
companion. 

"A  shell !"  he  repeated.  "Why  it  must 
be  a  very  large  species  of  nut  that  has  a 
shell  of  that  size." 

"Get  a  score  card !  The  only  way  to 
follow  the  game !"  Boys  on  all  sides 
were  selling  these  programs  of  the  game. 

*'  'The  only  way  to  follow  the  game,'  " 
murmured  my  friend.  "Why  I  used  to 
go  hunting,  but  I  always  followed  the 
game  with  a  bow  and  arrow.  I  suppose 
this  card  is  one  of  your  new  inventions 
for  killing  animals." 

I  tried  to  explain  to  him,  but  it  seemed 
almost  hopeless.  At  last  we  were  seated 
in  the  Stadium.  For  once,  Archie  looked 
like  a  human  being. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  "This  reminds  me  of 
the  arena  at  Athens,  but  where  are  the 
men  and  animals  that  are  going  to 
fight?" 

"Well,"  I  answered,  "It  depends  on 
who  you're  rooting  for.  which  team  is 
men  and  which  is  animals." 

But  all  he  said  was,  "  'Rooting !'  Do 
you  root  in  the  ground  as  do  swine?" 

Oh.  what  was  the  use  of  talking  to 
him?  His  queer  costume,  conversation, 
and  manners  attracted  some  atention. 
From  different  sides,  I  heard  gentle  re- 
marks, something  like  these : 

"Look  at  that  fellow  down  there — 
See?  Oueer-lookin'  specimen,  huh?" 

'What's  that  thing?  The  mascot  of 
rhe  visitin'  team?' 
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"Well,  well ;  wonder  where  he  escaped 
from." 

Soon  the  band  marched  in,  playing, 
and  my  companion  remarked  that  it  was 
good  music. 

"But,"  said  he,  "I  used  to  sing  very 
sweetly  while  a  youth  accompanied  me 
on  a  lyre." 

"I'm  afraid,  Archie,  that  when  you  say 
that,  you're  a  liar." 

But  luckily  he  didn't  hear  me.  The 
game  started,  went  on,  and  finished, 
while  the  crowds  cheered  and  went  wild 
with  enthusiasm,  but  Archie  didn't  seem 
to  think  much  of  it. 

So,  after  this  trying  day,  I  decided  to 
get  along  with  what  physics  I  knew,  and 
immediately  took  Archie  to  the  spirit 
medium,  and  had  him  sent  back  to 
heaven. 

Eliot  Weil,  Sept.,  1924. 


PUSS 
While  Puss  lay  sleeping  by  the  fire, 
All  curled  up  in  a  ball, 
A  haughty,  frisky  little,  pup 
Came  dancing  down  the  hall. 

Crossing  the  hall,  he  tiptoed  near, 
And  with  a  sudden  snap, 
He  gave  poor  innocent   Puss  a  bite 
That  spoiled  her  joyful  nap. 

Up  sprang  Puss  on  both  hind  feet, 
Her  back  an  arching  hump, 
And  gave  that  pup  two  quick  hard  slaps 
That  simply  made  him  jump. 

Then,  purring  loud  in  deep  content, 
She  watched  him  sneak  away; 
And,  curling  up,  said,  "That's  at  least 
One  victory  for  today." 

Dorothy  Berwick,  Feb.,  1924. 


OUR  NEW  HOLIDAY 

Armistice  Day  we  celebrate 

To  mark  the  path  of  Peace ; 
Yet  millions  now   in  countries   great 

Seek  yet  their  souls'  release 
From  cruel  wars,  that  settle  not 

The  issues  now  at  stake. 
Let  Peace  indeed  be  planted  strong : 

Lay  down  the  sword,  no  more  to  take. 
Mae  Stevens,  Sept.,  1924. 


FRIENDSHIP 

Have  you  ever  hoped  and  dreamed 
And  worked  and  prayed  and  schemed, 

Building  castles  in  the  air ; 
Then  by  fortune's  fateful  toss, 
Bewildered,  stunned  by  loss, 

Found  life  of  joy  laid  bare? 

Have  you  ever  given  love 
To  those  who  seemed  above 

Base  betrayal  and  its  shame, 
And  then  lost  faith  in  all, 
By  the  loved  ones'  shameful  fall, 

Leaving  you  to  bear  the  blame? 

'Tis  then  the  world  seems  dreary; — 
Tis  then  that  life  grows  weary, 

And  craves  Death's  liberty ; 
The  faltering  step  and  head  bowed  low, — 
"Why  must  such  needless  pain  be  so? 

Why  must  such  sorrow  be?" 

Then  lo!  The  dark  clouds  lighten; 
All  nature  seems  to  brighten, 

And  its  joyful  message  send; 
For  a  friend  has  made  it  all  worth  while 
By  a  cheering  word  and  helpful  smile, — 

Thank  God  for  a  real,  true  friend ! 
Merrill  C.  Orswell. 


FOR  'XMAS  GIFTS 

That  are  Practical  and  Useful,   see  us  before 
going   elsewhere 


HERE  ARE  A  FEW  SUGGESTIONS 
SKATES 

HOCKEYS 
SLEDS 

CUTLERY 

MANICURE  SETS 

TOYS  


ROY  MARTIN 

99  BE  ALE  STREET 

WOLLASTON,  MASS. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


Before  the  next  issue  of  the  Golden 
Rod  we  hope  to  receive  more  informa- 
tion concerning  the  former  graduates  of 
Quincy  High  School. 
1913 

Emily  Gnong  is  working  for  the  A.  L. 
Logan  Co. 

1914 

Harry  Burr  is  working  for  the  Hall 
Falson  Co. 

Margaret  Magee  and  Leon  Brown 
have  united  in  marriage. 

Jessie  Burke  and  Lawrence  Martin 
have  also  married. 

1915 

Wm.  K.  MacMahon  is  a  Senior  at  M. 
I.  T. 

Collina  Brown  is  working  for  the  Na- 
tional  Shawmut  Bank. 

Helen  Damon  is  working  for  the  Asso- 
ciated Industries  of  America. 
1916 

Marguerite  Brown  is  working  for  the 
Alfred  Hale  Rubber  Co.,  Atlantic. 

James  Kenniburgh,   after  graduation 
from  Burdett  College,  is  now  working 
for  A.  T.  Atteaux  &  Co. 
1917 

Percy  Jenkins  is  playing  on  the  Har- 
vard Foot-ball  team. 

Helen  Hanson  is  working  for  the 
State  Street  Trust  Co. 

James  Kennedy  is  at  present  playing 
with  Fred  Stone  in  his  latest  production. 

Muriel  Fratus  is  married  to  Mr.  A. 
Karnhein. 

Augusta  MacMahon  is  going  to  New 
England  Conservatory. 

Sheldon  Heap  is  working  for  the  New 
England  Tel.  &  Tel.  Co. 

R.  Ruggles  is  going  to  Tufts  Collge. 

1918 

Edwin  Heira  is  going  to  M.  I.  T. 

Regina  La  Tour  is  working  for  the 
Pneumatic  Scales.  She  is  also  engaged 
to  Mr.  Walters  of  Wollaston. 

Eleanor  Philips  is  working  for  A.  T. 
Stearns  Lumber  Co. 
1919 

P.  Rankin  is  working  for  the  Puritan 
Mills. 

Ted  Tobin  is  going  to  Huntington. 

Alfred  Gagaro  is  attending  Xortheast- 


ern  College. 

Horace  Young  is  also  going  to  North- 
eastern. 

John  Prete  is  going  to  B.  U. 

S.  Ring  is  attending  the  U.  S.  Naval 
Academy. 

Roland  Forsyth  is  a  student  at 
M  .1.  T. 

1920 

Lillian  Blake  is  married. 

Katharine  Bean  is  working  for  the 
National  City  Co. 

Annable  Brown  is  working  for  the  Na- 
tional Shawmut  Bank  Boston. 

Herb  Fitten  is  a  Sophomore  at  Har- 
vard. 

Ted  Lindsay  goes  to  Northeastern. 

Allen  Cummings  goes  to  M.  I.  T 

''Mai"  Kennedy  is  in  the  United  States 
Navy. 

AT.   Young  goes  to   Northeastern. 

1921 

Bertha   Wight  goes  to   Radcliffe. 

John  Miller  is  attending  Bates  Col- 
lege. 

Margie  Dame  is  going  to  Bridgewater 
Normal. 

John  Fuller  is  going  to  Northeastern. 

Murray  Hamilton  goes  to  Allen's  Mil- 
itary Academy. 

Lois  Wetmore  is  going  to  Posse. 

Eddie  Day  is  working  in  his  father's 
office. 

Joe  Eaton  is  going  to  New  York  City 
College. 

Mary  Townsend  and  Margaret  Now- 
ell  are  going  to  the  New  School  of  Art. 

Beatrice  Porter  goes  to  Framingham 
Normal. 

Larry  Leavitt  is  a  Freshman  at  Dart- 
mouth, and  plays  full-back  on  the  Fresh- 
man football  team. 

"Fat"  Shaw  goes  to  Tufts;  he  also 
plays  on  the  football  team. 

Dorothy  Prout  is  going  to  Clark's. 

Don  Bennett  goes  to  Rutger,  and  is 
playing  on  the  football  team. 

Florence  Rizzie  is  working  in  the 
Quincy  High  School  office. 

Esther  Campbell,  Dick  Brown,  Hap 
Davis,  George  Goodhue,  and  Jack  Beal 
are  going  to  Thayer  Academy. 

Archie  Nickerson  and  Clarence  Ba- 
ron are  going  to  M.  I.  T. 

Fred  Hannon  is  attending  B.  U. 

Margaret  Souden  is  going  to  Clarks. 
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John  Lane  is  working  in  the  Quincy 
Trust  Co. 

Rosalind  Listman  and  Ruth  Bishop 
are  attending  Northfield  Seminary. 

Bill  Houlihan  goes  to  B.  U. 

Floyd  MacDonald,  Reginald  Hanson, 
Miriam  Hixon,  Henry  Blake,  Robert 
Nichols  and  Betty  Breslyn  are  P.    G's. 

Ruth  Kaulbeck  is  going  to  Frammg- 
ham  Normal. 

The  following  are  attending  Mount 
Holyoke  College:  Helen  Spear,  Doris 
Thomas,  Elizabeth  Trumper. 

Jeanie  Brown,  Alumni  Editor. 


EXCHANGES 

The  GOLDEN  ROD  extends  its 
hearty  greetings  to  the  school.  We  are 
planning  to  issue  four  copies  of  our 
school  magazine  this  year  and  shall 
greatly  appreciate  the  courtesy  of  renew- 
ing all  our  old  exchanges. 

To  date,  very  few  magazines  have 
been  received,  but  we  are  endeavoring  to 
build  up  a  large  exchange  column  and 
have  communicated  with  many  exchange 
editors  of  various  schools  for  the  pur- 
pose of  receiving  new  magazines. 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  receipt 
of  the  following  magazines: 

"The  Dynamo,"  Newton  Technical 
High  School,  Newtonville,  Mass. 

"The  Gazette,"  Lynn  Classical  High 
School,  Lynn,  Mass. 

"High  Life,"  Long  Beach  Polytechnic 
High  School,  Long  Beach,  Cal. 

"The  Proviso  Pageant,"  Proviso 
Township  High  School,  Maywood,  111. 

"Oak  Leaves,"  Oak  Grove  Seminary, 
Vassalboro,  Me. 

"Industrial  School  Magazine,"  Gol- 
den, Colorado. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High  School, 
Nashua,  N.  H. 

"The  Drury  Academe,"  Drury  High 
School,  North  Adams,  Mass. 
COMMENTS 

"Oak  Leaves,"  Oak  Grove  Seminary, 
Vassalboro,  Me. 

Your  cover  design  is  quite  attractive. 
Your  literary  department  is  excellent 
and  the  athletic  notes  are  well  written. 

"High  Life,"  Long  Beach  Polytech- 
nic High  School,  Long  Beach,  Cal. 


Your  staff  must  be  very  industrious  to 
produce  such  a  paper.  "Inky  Ripples" 
are  well  written. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High  School, 
Nashua,  N.  H. 

Your  editorials  and  stories  are  well 
written.  We  would,  however,  suggest 
more  "snap"  to  the  personals. 

"The  Dynamo,"  Newton  Technical 
High  School,   Newtonville,   Mass. 

We  received  your  June  number  of  the 
"Dynamo,"  and  find  it  quite  complete 
in  every  detail.  It  contains  a  wide  range 
of  news  which  mades  it  especially  attrac- 
tive. 

"Industrial  School  Magazine,"  Golden, 
Colo. 

We  admire  your  literary  department. 
The  stories  are  very  original  and  well 
written.  A  few  "cuts"  added  to  your 
magazine  would  improve  it.  Why  not 
add  an  exchange  column  to  the  contents  ? 

"The  Proviso  Pageant,"  Proviso 
Township   High   School,   Maywood,   111. 

A  good  weekly  paper.  You  could  im- 
prove on  the  exchange  column  by  mak- 
ing it  larger. 

Anne  C.  Barr,  Exchange  Editor 


WRIGHT  &  DITSON 

Athletic   House 


HOCKEY  SHOES  and  SKATES 
.     HOCKEY  STICKS 
PUCKS 

GLOVES 

TIGHTS 

JERSEYS 

SHIN  GUARDS 


344  Washington  St. 

Boston  9,   Mass. 


FOOTBALL 

September  8  marked  the  opening  day 
of  foot-ball  practice.  A  squad  of  about 
thirty-five  reported  to  Coach  Mitchell. 
Of  these  boys  only  six  were  veterans. 
From  this  new  material  Coach  Mitchell 
has  developed  a  clean,  hard  fighting 
team,  that  is  about  to  close  a  successful 
season. 

The  members  of  the  squad  are: 

Ends, :  Captain  Guild,  MacLeod, 
Schenkelberger,  Widlund,  Dingwell. 

Tackles:  Anderson,  Reed,  Fostello, 
Rhodes,  Wilson,  Hoey,  Barstow. 

Guards:  Arvesen,  Heap,  Richman, 
Young,  Cook,  Berman,  Von  Nostitz. 

Centers:  Johnson,  Durgan. 

Quarter  Backs:  Listman,  Cliff e. 

Half  Backs:  Guinan,  Neal,  Mowbray, 
Bassett,  Vallee. 

Full  Backs:  Woodworth,  Cole. 

Manager  MacQuarrie  arranged  a  fine 
schedule  which  included  many  of  the 
leading  teams.  The  schedule  and  re- 
sults are  as  follows : 

Sept.  24,  Quincy  0,  Marblehead  20, 
at  Marblehead. 

Sept.  29,  Quincy  0,  Newton  7,  at  New- 
ton. 

Oct.  5,  Quincy  29,  Rockland  0,  at 
Ouincy. 

~  Oct'  8,  Ouincy  0,  Waltham  14,  at  Wal- 
tham. 

Oct.  12,  Quincy  20,  Milton  0.  at  Quin- 
cy. 

Oct.  18,  Quincy  — ,  Plymouth  — , 
( cancelled). 

Oct.  18,  Quincy  42,  Braintree  0,  at 
Ouincy. 

Oct.  22,  Quincy  7,  Natick  6,  at  Natick. 

Oct.  29,  Quincy  21,  Weymouth  0,  at 
Ouincy. 

Nov.  4,  Quincy  0,  Boston  Latin  7,  at 
Quincy. 
■  Nov.    12,    Ouincy    26,    Thayer    7,    at 


Quincy. 

"  Nov.  18,  Quincy  0,  Brockton  34,  at 

Quincy. 

Nov.  24,  Quincy  — ,  Alumni  — ,  at 
Quincy. 

Quincy  has  thus  far  won  more  than 
half  of  its  games,  having  piled  up  144 
points  against  its  opponents'  75.  This 
fact  alone  should  make  the  school  proud 
of  such  a  team. 

The  first  game  of  note  this  season  was 
the  game  with  Newton.  Newton  had  a 
very  heavy  eleven  and  things  looked 
rather  gloomy  for  Quincy.  However, 
Newton's  weight  was  offset  by  Quincy's 
speed  and  fighting  spirit.  Quincy  suc- 
ceeded in  holding  Newton  away  from 
her  goal  line  until  the  last  quarter.  Then, 
after  completing  a  long  forward  pass 
that  brought  the  ball  to  Quincy's  ten 
yard  line,  Newton  took  advantage  of 
her  weight  and  pushed  the  ball  over  for 
a  touch-down.  By  holding  the  suburban 
league  winners  to  a  single  touch-down, 
Quincy  put  her  name  among  those  of  the 
leading  teams. 

The  most  important  game  of  the  sea- 
son was  the  Thayer  game.  They  had  a 
very  heavy  line  and  their  chance  of  vic- 
tory looked  bright.  Their  hopes,  how- 
ever, soon  disappeared  under  the  fight- 
ing onslaught  of  Ouincy.  At  the  end  of 
the  first  half  the  score  stood,  Thayer  0, 
Quincy  13.  Four  members  of  the  class 
of  '21  led  by  Houlihan,  last  year's  star 
drop  kicker,  took  this  ten-minute  period 
of  rest  to  show  their  spirit.  They  ap- 
peared on  the  field  clad  in  gaudy-colored, 
queer  looking  costumes  and  proceeded 
to  amuse  the  crowd  of  spectators.  Their 
performance  was  short,  but  it  showed 
that  their  love  for  Ouincy  has  not  burned 
out.  The  second  half  of  the  game  was 
even  more  exciting  than  the  first.  Thayer 
started  an  aerial  attack  and  succeeded 
in    getting   a    touch-down.      This    made 
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Quincy  fight  harder  than  ever.  Quincy's 
backfield  plowed  through  the  right  side 
of  Thayer's  line  for  two  more  goals. 
The  game  was  cut  short  four  minutes 
because  of  darkness,  thus  leaving  the 
final  score  in  Quincy's  favor — Thayer  1, 
Quincy  26.  MacDonald  played  a  fine 
game  for  Thayer.  Woodworth,  Quin- 
cy's star  fullback,  showed  the  spectators 
some  real  line  bucking. 

The  men  who  get  the  least  credit,  but 
who  deserve  the  most  are: 

Coach  Mitchell,  to  whom  we  owe  our 
"fighting"  team; 

Mr.  ISTisen,  to  whom  we  owe  the  fine 
physical  condition  of  our  team ; 

Mr.  Webb,  to  whose  financial  ability 
we  owe  our  splendidly  equipped  team; 
and 

Mr.  Ball,  who  always  has  his  posters 
and  tickets  ready  for  our  games. 

The  outlook  for  next  year's  team  is 
very  bright  since  the  squad  will  lose  only 
eight  men.  These  men  are :  Capt.  Guild, 
Arvesen,    Woodworth,  Cole,    Richman, 

WTilson,  Durgan,  and    Barstow. 


BASKETBALL 

Mr.  Clark  hopes  to  have  a  fine  basket 
ball  team  this  year.  He  has  several  vet- 
erans and  expects  some  good  new  ma- 
terial. 


SCHOOL  SPIRIT 

For  a  school  of  its  size  Quincy  has  a 
very  small  cheering  section.  The  first 
real  evidence  of  school  spirit  was  shown 
the  afternoon  of  the  Boston  Latin  game. 
Just  before  the  game  commenced  a 
parade  appeared,  led  by  the  newly  or- 
ganized school  band.  The  parade,  which 
consisted  of  several  hundred  high  school 
students  has  shown  some  real  school 
spirit,  and  now  that  they  have  started 
this  spirit  let  everyone  join  in.  Don't 
let  the  other  fellow  do  your  cheering, 
come  down  and  do  it  yourself.  The 
more  you  back  your  team,  the  better  the 
results  will  be.  School  spirit  isn't  lim- 
ited to  the  students,  but  applies  to  the 
faculty  also.  We  would  like  to  see  more 
of  our  faculty  at  our  games. 

A.  Wilson  Barstow, 


(£ntb  of  Styattka 

The  Golden- Rod  staff  desires  to  express  sincere 
appreciation  to  the  liberal  advertisers  in  this  issue 
and  feel  sure  that  pupils  and  parents  will  remem- 
ber them  during  the  Christmas  season  and  the 
prosperous  year  1922. 


If  you  do  not  like  our  jokes 
And  their  dryness  makes  you  groan, 
Just  stroll  around  occasionally 
With  some  good  ones  of  your  own. 

Pupil  complaining:  This  book  is  too 
dry. 

Teacher:  How  would  "The  Life  of  a 
Fish,"  suit  you? 

Pupil:  Does  it  concern  the  ocean? 

Teacher:  Why? 

Pupil :  It  might  get  too  deep. 

Mr.    Burtt:    We   have   another   name 
for  compressed  air.     What  is  it? 
Olson :  Hot  air ! 

Mr.  Dawson  criticising  Miss  Griffin 
in  her  Literary  Digest  talk : 

You  look  at  me  too  much.  Of  course 
I  understand  that  I'm  easy  to  look  at — 

Miss  Galleher :  Wildanger,  why  aren't 
you    writing  ? 

Wildanger:   I   haven't  any  paper. 

Miss  G:  Borrow  some  Tfrom  your 
neighbor. 

W:  He  hasn't  any  either. 

Miss  G:  Well,  people,  where  are  your 
blocks  to-day? 

Mr.  Webb:  England  has  some  control 
over  Shantung. 

Asnes:  Whose  tongue? 

Mr.  Dawson  speaking  of  days  of  the 
week :  Wednesday  was  named  for  Wo- 
din,  a  Teutonic  God. 

Person :  What  was  Friday  named  for  ? 

Voice:  Fish! 

Boy  to  his  mother:  I  feel  dreadful  this 
morning. 

Mother:  Poor  boy!  Where  do  you 
feel  worst? 

Bov  :  In  school. — Ex. 


Senior  Freak  Day 

Freshie  to  Seniors :  Hello,  children. 
Sedate    Senior :    Good    morning — in- 
fants ! 

Keene :  Those  angles  are  not  homolo- 
gous. 

Djerf :  They  are! 

Keene :  They  are not ! 

Miss  Thompson  interrupting:  Oh 
boys !  Let  us  be  parliamentary  in  our 
arguments. 

Djerf :   I  beg  pardon,  Keene they 

are! 

Drew  as  chairman  in  English:  In 
what  way  did  Johnson  show  affection  for 
his  mother? 

Collins :  He  wrote  a  book  that  affected 
her  death  after  the  funeral. 

Giairrnan  in  English :  Do  you  think 
Samuel  Johnson  a  great  speaker,  Mr. 
Pitts  ? 

Pitts  absently :  I  never  heard  him. 

Mr.  Dawson  speaking  of  cattle :  And 
in  some  cases  where  they  don't  want 
the  cattle  to  die  they  kill  them. 

Mr.  Blanchard,  assigning  lessons :  You 
will  find  "A  Light  Blue  Stocking"  in  the 
Atlantic  Monthly,  Miss  Coulman  has  a 
copy  on  her  desk  in  the  library. 

From  a  test  on  the  ''Tale  of  Two 
Cities :"  Stryver,  lawyer,  by  name  un- 
successful admirer  of  Lucy,  later  com- 
mits matrimony  in  another  direction. 

Mr.  T In  Manual  Training:  If  I 

were  you,  I'd  cut  my  legs  off  about  two 
inches! 

Chemistry  teacher:  Name  a  food  con- 
taining mineral  matter. 
Voice :  Rock  Candy  ! 
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At  The  Lunch  Counter 

"This  coffee  tastes  like  mud !" 

"Well  it  was  ground  this  morning." 

"Here's  ten  cents,  I  only  want  a  little 
bit." 

Polite  Salesgirl :  That's  all  you'll  get. 

Freshman  speaking  of  diets :  I  know 
a  feller  who  lived  on  onions  alone  for  a 
week. 

Second  Fresh:  Any  one  who  eats  on- 
ions should  be  made  to  live  alone. 

Senior :  Ever  drink  Jewish  coffee  ? 

Junior:  No!  What  is  it? 

Senior:  I  don't  know,  but  when  I  was 
getting  a  hot  dish,  the  girl  at  the  coun- 
ter asked,  "Jewish  coffee?"  (d'you  wish 
coffee)  ? 

You  may  feel  hungry  but — think  of 
the  horse,  no  matter  how  hungry  he  be- 
comes, he  cannot  eat  a  bit. 

Heard  in  42 

Drew  gazing  out  the  window :  There's 
a  man  with  a  wooden  leg. 

Voice :  That's  nothing.  Have  you  seen 
Mr.  Thompson's  cedar  chest? 

When  sharpening  a  chisel  should  be 
kept  wet  with  water,  else  it  will  become 
very  hot  and  lose  its  temper. 

Soph :  You  seem  pretty  proud  since 
you  gave  25  cents  to  the  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation. 

Freshie :  Sure!  I  just  did  my  two  bits. 

Could  he  mean  Constitutional  Amend- 
ments ? 

Chairman :  What  are  the  first  ten  com- 
mandments ? 

Swell  Affair 

Miss  Chapman :  The  Albany  Congress 
was  made  up  of  all  the  big  heads  in  the 
colonies. 

Dodge:  The  Germans  have  put  the 
mark  in  markets. 

Mr.  Burtt:  You're  a  bit  behind  your 
studies,  Woodworth. 

Voice :  Sure.  He  wants  to  pursue 
them. 


Librarian:  Here's  a  good  book  of  na- 
ture. 

Pupil:  What's  its  name? 
Lib  :  "The  Life  of  a  Bee." 

Pupil:  Stung! 

Mr.  Blanchard:  Could  this  report  be 
written  any  other  way? 

"Bill"  Collins:  No,  that's  the  way  I 
wrote  it. 

At  The  Dance 

She :  You'd  be  a  good  dancer  but  for 
two  things. 

He:  What  are  they? 
She :  Your  feet ! 

First  Senior:  There  goes  Bill;  he's 
taking  up  book  keeping. 

Second  Ditto:  Book  keeping?  I 
thought   him  a  college  division  man. 

First  Senior:  Yes,  he's  had  my  French 
book  for  a  week  now. 

Teacher:  What  is  the  Hague  Tribu- 
nal? 

Pupil :  The  Hague  Tribunal  ar 

Teacher :  Not  are,  Tribunal  is 

Pupil :  The  Hague  Tribunal  isbitrates 
national  controversies. 

Durgan :  I  just  happened  to  think 

Fisher:  I  thought  I  heard  something 
rattle. 

First  pupil :  Well,  I  passed  Cicero  to-- 
day. 

Second  ditto :  Did  he  speak  ? 

Sophomore  to  Freshman:  What  do 
you  expect  to  be  when  you  grow  up, 
kid? 

Wise   Freshie :  A  man,   sir ! 

Heard  at  the  Game 

"What  kind  of  spirit  strengthener 
does  Mac  carry  in  that  bag?  It  always 
sets  the  fellows  up  again. 

Mr.  Blanchard:  Why  did  the  author 
write  this  book  ? 

Class  in  unison:  For  money! 

Teacher:  Give  an  example  of  a  "Rot- 
ten Borough." 

Small  voice:  Squantum. 

Mr.  Dawson:  Concerning  the  great 
negro  question — 

Daly:  A  dark  question,  indeed! 
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FOOTBALL  SQUAD  1921 

Back  Roiv— MacQuarrie,  Mgr. ;   Reed,  T. ;   Dingwell,  G. ;  W.  L.  Webb,  F.  Mgr. ;  Cole,  B. ; 

Richman,  R.  G.;   Guinan,  R.  H.  B. ;  F.  B.  Mitchell,  Coach. 
Middle  Row-Heal,  L.  H.  B. ;     Barstow,    L.  T.;     Anderson,  R.  T.;     Guild    (Capt.)   R.  E.; 

Woodworth,  F.  B. ;   Arvesen,  L.  G. ;  Listman,  Q.  B. 
Front  Row— Bassett,  B. ;    Schenkelberger,  E.;    Cliffe,  Q.  B,;  Johnson,  C;    MacLeod,  L.  E. 
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MacQuarrie  at  Waltham:  That  train 
should  leave  the  same  time  it  did  last 
week. 

Voice:  We're  seven  days  late  then. 

Miss  Shaw :  Did  King  Charles  get  on 
the  right  side  of  the  Irish? 

Voice :  No !  He  got  in  Dutch. 


Dingwell :  Well,  Farrell  will  always 
have  one  faithful  friend. 

"Who's  that?" 

D:  His  pipe!  After  all  desert  him  he 
can  still  draw  on  that. 

Miss  Shaw  to  pupils  laughing  at 
Dodge :  Stop  giggling !  Don't  you  know 
you're  laughing  at  absolutely  nothing? 

Mr.  Thomas :  Nitrogen  was  discovered 
accidentally. 

Whisper :  So  was  Hough's  Neck. 

Miss  Fitzgerald :  It  isn't  so  hard  to 
find  an  assigned  page. 

Arvesen :  It  is  when  you  can't  find  the 
book. 

Teacher  to  study  pupil  who  is  smiling : 
Do  you  see  anything  funny  in  here? 

Pupil:  No. 

Teacher :  Then  why  are  you  smiling  at 
me? 

Drew   in   38:   Gee!   this   problem   of 
drawing  reminds  me  of  a  cemetery. 
Pitts:  How  so? 
Drew :  It's  a  grave  layout ! 

Mr.  Dawson  pointing  to  "economics"  : 
How  do  you  pronounce  this  word  class? 

Various  pronunciations  by  the  class. 

Mr.  D:  Those  who  pronounced  it 
"eek"  were  correct. 

Dodge:  What  is  this  small  motor? 

Mr.  B. :  A  small  generator,  Mr.  W — 
has  been  using.  I  don't  think  it's  work- 
ing! 

Excited  teacher  at  phone :  Hello !  Who 
is  this?  Who's  this  I  say?  Voice  at  the 
other  end :  Haven't  time  to  guess  riddles. 
Tell  me  yourself  who  are  you. — Ex. 

Snuff 
"Sneagle." 

"Snotneagle,  snowl." 
"Sneither,  snostrich." 


How  Come? 


MacQuarrie  strained  a  tendon  in  his 
side  while  raising  his  hand  to  recite  in 
German  class. 
A  little  bit  of  writing  scribbled  on  the 

cuff, 
Helps  a  guy  remember  much  important 
stuff. 

Miss  FitzGerald:  Arvesen,  did  you 
tell  them  that  word? 

Arvesen  :  I  shouldn't  wonder. 

Miss  F. :  I  don't  wonder  at  all ! 

Junior:  Gee!  I  can't  get  this  math 
lesson.  Teacher  said  somethin'  'bout 
finding  the  great  common  divisor. 

Senior:  Great  Scott!  Hasn't  Miss 
Thompson  found  that  yet?  Why  they 
were  looking  for  that  when  I  took  math. 

Miss  McKenna  speaking  of  Armistice 
Day :  We  need  more  memorandums  for 
the  dead  soldiers. 

Thatcher  in  English:  When  quite  a 
young  man  Samuel  Johnson  decided  to 
marry  his  wife. 

Miss  Shaw:  What  did  they  do  with 
clay  in  prehistoric  times. 

Voice  in  rear:  Play  marbles. 

Mr.  Blanchard:  So  you  believe  the 
teacher  gives  the  marks.  How  do  your 
marks  vary? 

Pupil :  The  last  two  were  good — 

Mr.  B. :  What  about  the  first? 

Pupil:  Well,  I  wasn't  well  acquainted 
with  **»v  first  teacher. 

Where's  the  school  a  goin'? 
And  what's  it  goin'  to  do? 
And  how's  it  going  to  do  it 
WThen  the  Seniors  all  get  through? 

The  next  edition  of  jokes  (will  be 
printed  on  tissue  paper,  so  the  school 
may  see  through  them  with  little  diffi- 
culty. 

Mr.  Webb:  What  about  the  census  of 
the  eastern  coast? 

Pitts,  scratching  his  head:  Well — 
through  this  section  the  people  are 
pretty  thick. 

Leon  Prior, 
Joke  Editor. 
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Old  hi  Cost  Says 


A  frog  moves 
four  feet  to  a  hop 

And  a  man. 
elevates  his  sole 

With  every  stef> 
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EDMONSTON'S 

CORNER  MAPLE  AND  CHESTNUT  STS. 


QCINCY,  MASS. 


It  Will  Pay  You 

TO  GET  OUR  PRICES 
BEFORE    YOU    BUY 
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MUTUAL  FURNITURE 
CORPORATION 

1601-1603  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 
Tel.  Granite  S2334  or  3142 


Are  you  interested  in 
PRINTING? 

Would  you  like  to  see 

AUTOMATIC  PRESSES 

AT   WORK? 

Have  you  seen  in  any  office 
Perforating  Machines  ? 

You  are  invited  to  visit  the 

Granite  City  Print 


The  Golden-Rod  Printed  Here 


Phone,  Quincy  2247 


A.  W.  PIERCE 


Portrait  Photographer 


Adams  Building, 


QUINCY,  MASS. 


>*w\*»*w>*wwwwwvwv^wwwww%/v\» 


BLAIR 


1321   TREMONT  STREET,  BOSTON 


1434  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 
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GET  YOUR  MUSICAL  SUPPLIES 


—  AT- 


BAHR'S 


1454  HANCOCK  STREET,   QUINCY 


WE  CARRY  ALL  PARTS  FOR  VIOLINS,  STRINGS,  Etc. 


Cornets,  to  Pupils      -    - 
Violin   Outfits,   to  Pupils 


$10.00 
11.00 


THE  CORSET  SHOP 

MISS  S.  E.  DUNPHY 
No.  8  MAPLE  STREET 

Telephone  893-W 


QUINCY,  MASS. 


HEARN'S  DRUG  STORES 


HAVE  YOU  EVER  STOPPED  TO  ACQUAINT 
YOURSELF  WITH  THE  FACT  THAT  :  : 


Reliability 


IS    THE    NEVER-CHANGING    MOTTO    OF 
HEARN'S  DRUG  STORES?     :::::: 


1295   HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 

312  BRIDGE   STREET,    NO.   WEYMOUTH 


Quincy 


Wellesley 


SUE  RICE  STUDIOS 

No.  9  CLIVEDEN  STREET 


THE   SHORT  STREET  WITH   THE   BRIGHT   LIGHTS 


Portraiture     .   .   .    Unusual 
Frames 


For  First  Class  Repairing 

VISIT  THE  

ATLANTIC  SHOE  HOSPITAL 

78  SAGAMORE  STREET 
ATLANTIC,  MASS. 


Full    Line   of 


HIGH-GRADE  SHOES  and  RUBBERS 


At    Low    Prices 


SPECIALTY   OF   CHILDREN'S   SHOES 


N.  E.  NELSON,  Prop. 


QUIN 


V 


JOIN  THE 

STUDENTS'   CLUB 


AT  THE 


Y.  M.  C.  A. 


A  Complete  Assortment  of 
PENS     and      PENCILS 

GEORGE  M.   BARDEN 

STATIONER 


395  HANCOCK  STREET 


QUINCY  SQUARE 


1 

Automobile  and  Bicycle  Tires 

Vulcanized 

;           C.  M,  PRICE  &  CO. 

WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 

BABY    CARRIAGE    \CHEELS    RETIRED 
BICYCLE    REPALRIXG    AND    SUNDRIES 

Ice  Cream   Manufacturers 

!  Washington   Square                           WEYMOUTH 

JOHN  H.  TABB  &  SON          ] 

Telephone    340 

79  BEALE  STREET 

WOLLASTON 

i                                   Compliments    of 

;  JOHNSON'S  FLOWER  STORE 

1361    HANCOCK  STREET 

Compliments    of 

m 

O.  E.  REYNOLDS  &  CO.         ] 

1 
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1  Quincy  Flowerphone: 

Granite  275-W 
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Cbristn?&s  (Sift  Jzsle 

A\&Ke  tbis  2i  Furniture  Cbristrp&s 

JOIN    OUR    CHRISTMAS    CLUB 

BEGIN  AT  ONCE— BUY  YOUR  CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS 

Pay  us  $1.00  or  more  each  week  till  Christmas  towards  any  of  the  large  assortment 
of  beautiful  presents  we  offer  at  decidely  low  prices.  We  will  make  you  a  present 
of  10c  on  the  dollar,  in  merchandise  on  the  amount  of  your  purchase.  EXAMPLE 
If  your  purchase  is  $50.00  and  it  is  paid  for  in  full  before  delivery,  Christmas  Week, 
we  will  present  yon  $5.00  in  merchandise,  FREE. 


SWING  HORSE 
From  $7.50  to  $24. OO 


SHAW'S 
SPECIAL 
SLED    $1.29$ 


VELOCIPEDES 
From  $4.95  to  $21,00 


WE  HAVE 

A 

FULL  LINE 

OF  TOYS 


VISIT 
OUR 
GIFT 


Sidney  sAigM*       shop 


:d 


5  irane  meat  uuiau 

Ouincy,  Mass. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


WOLLASTON    PUBLIC 
MARKET 


1*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0^*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0 

W.  A.  HURLBUT 

PHAR.  D. 


HOME-MADE  CANDY 


ICE  CREAM 


PRESCRIPTION'S   CAREFULLY  COMPOL'N'DED 


WOLLASTOX 


MRS.  MARTHA  J.  DUCKER 


HOME     BAKERY    AND    LUXCH 


:6    Sagamore  Street.  ATLANTIC,    MASS. 


ROLLS   AND   CAKES 


Furnished   for   Parties  at   Short   Notice 


Wollaston  Shoe  Hospital 


SHOES  REPAIRED    :    :    :    : 

WITH  FIRST-CLASS  MATERIAL  AND  WORK 
IX  QUICKEST  POSSIBLE  TIME  


RUBBERS  FOR  THE  WHOLE  FAMILY 


WOLLASTON 


JUSTICE  OF  THE  PEACE 


NOTARY  PUBLIC 


WILLIAM  E.  BARNES 

REAL   ESTATE  INSURANCE 

Sagamore  Street  212   Hancock  Street 

ATLANTIC,  MASS. 

Telephones:     Granite  529 17 

Res.  Granite  1947-M 


CANDIES 


SODAS 


ICE     CREAM 


GROCERIES 


MRS.  C.  E.  WOODS 


Newbury    Avenue 


ATLANTIC MASS. 


WHEN  YOU'VE  TIRED 

of  the  never-ending 
responsibility 

— Send  it  to  the  Laundry  I 


'Still  Doing  Good  Work- 


Trucks  All  Over  City 


AFTER     SCHOOL 

LET'S  GO  WHERE  THE  CROWDS  GO 

Quipcy  Theatre 


"Entertainment  with  Refinement" 


LATEST    FEATURE    PICTURES 


Symphony  Orchestra 


MATINEES  — 2  P.M. 


EVENINGS— 7.30 


EVERY  SUNDAY  EVENING- 


VAUDEVILLE  —  PICTURES 


THE  NATIONAL 
MOUNT  WOLLASTON  BANK 


Established  1853 


This  Bank,  as  a  National  Bank,  is  subject  to  the 
most  exacting  of  Federal  regulation  and  inspection 
and  it  shares  in  the  unity  and  the  strength  of  the 
Federal  Reserve  Bank  System. 


It  has  conducted  its  business  on  the  principle  of 
constructive  and  conservative  banking,  along 
progressive  lines,  for  over  sixty  years.  It  has 
gained  steadily  in  strength  and  in  the  confidence 
of  a  public  which  recognizes  the  right  relationship 
between  service  and  compensation.  With  the 
co-operation  of  the  friends  it  has  made  it  expects 
to  continue  to  grow  both  in  its  capacity  and  its 
opportunity  to  serve,  and  to  that  end  invites  the 
patronage  to  which  it  believes  it  has  proved  itself 
entitled. 


Deposits  in  our  SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT  draw 
interest  at  4  per  cent  beginning  the  first  business  day 
of  each  month. 

The  Only  National  Bank  and  the  Only  Member 
of  the  Federal  Reserve  Bank  in  Quincy 


